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POETICAL  HISTORY 

OF  THE 

PROPHET  JONAH. 

\ 

£5*  This  is  rather  to  be  confldered  as  a  paraphrafe  upon, 
than  a  mere  verification  of  the  ftory  as  related  in  the  Bible* 
Dene  in  the  year  1768. 


CANTO  I. 

X  N  ages  paft,  when  fmit  with  warmth  fublime. 

Their  bards  foretold  the  dark  events  of  time, 

And,  piercing  forward  through  the  myftic  fhade. 

Kings  yet  to  come,  and  chiefs  unborn,  furvey’d, 

Amittai' s  fon  perceiv’d,  among  the  reft, 

The  mighty  flame  ufurp  his  labouring  breaft • 

For  thus,  in  dreams,  the  voice  unerring  came 

Of  H  im,  who  lives  through  every  age  the  fame: 

u  Arise  !  and  o’er  the  intervening  wafte, 

tl  To  Nineveh’s  imperial  turrets  hafte; 

That  mighty  town  to  ruin  I  decree, 

te  Proclaim  deftru&ion,  and  proclaim  from  me  : 

il  Too  long  it  ftands,  to  God  and  man  a  foe, 

i(  Without  one  virtue  left  to  fliield  the  blow; 

(l  Guilt,  black  as  night,  their  fpeedy  ruin  brings, 

“  And  hotteft  vengeance  from  the  King  of  Kings.” 
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The  prophet  heard—but  dar’d  to  difobey, 

(Weak  as  he  was)  and  fled  a  different  way  j 
In  Joppa  s  port  a  trading  fhip  he  found 
Far  o’er  the  main  to  diftant  Tarfhifh  bound  j 
The  price  of  paffage  to  her  chief  he  paid, 

And  there  conceal’d  with  ruffian  failors  flay’d. 
His  purpofe  fixt,  at  once  perverfe  and  blind, 

To  leave  his  country,  and  his  God  behind. 

But  He  who  fpread  the  ocean’s  vafl  expanfe. 
And  views  all  nature  with  a  fingle  glance, 

Forth  from  their  prifons  bade  the-tempefls  fly _ _ 

The  tempefls  fwell’d  the  ocean  to  the  fky  ; 

The  trembling  barque,  as  the  fierce  billow  knocks. 
Scarce  bears  the  fury  of  repeated  ihocks; 

Her  crew  diflrefl,  aflonifh’d  and  afraid, 

Each  to  his  various  god  in  anguifh  pray’d. 

Nor  trufl  alone  to  penitence  and  prayer, 

They  clear  the  decks,  and  for  the  worfl  prepare, 
The  coflly  lading  to  the  deep  they  throw. 

That  lighter  o’er  the  billows  fhe  may  go. 

Nor  with  regret  the  wealthy  cargo  fpar’d. 

For  wealth  is  nothing,  when  with  life  compar’d. 

But  to  the  fhip’s  remotefl  chambers  fled 
There  penfive  Jonah  droop’d  his  languid  head, 

And,  new  to  all  the  dangers  of  the  deep, 

Had  funk,  dejedled,  in  the  arms  of  fleep— 

*Twas  then  the  mailer  broke  the  prophet’s  reft. 

And  as  he  cry’d,  he  fmote  his  frantic  breaft— 

O  fleeper,  from  thy  ftupld  flumbers  rife, 

“  Atfuch  an  hour  can  fleep  invade  thine  eye*  ?—• 
f£  If  ever  thou  to  heaven  didfl  fend  a  prayer, 

€C  Now  fend  thy  warmeft  Applications  there, 


««  Perhaps  thy  God  may  pity  our  diftrefs, 

<(  And  fave  us,  foundering  in  this  dark  abyfs.” 

Thus  warn’d,  the  feer  his  vows  repentant  pay’d— 
Meantime,  the  feamen  to  their  fellows  faid  ; 

*i  No  common  waves  our  flatter’d  veflel  rent, 

There  muft  be  one  for  whom  this  ftorsn  is  fent, 

<(  Some  wretch  we  bear,  for  whom  thefe  billows  rife, 
<(  Foe  to  the  gods,  and  hated  by  the  Ikies  j 
tl  Come,  flnce  the  billows  all  our  arts  defy, 

<(  Come,  let  the  lot  decide  for  whom  we  die.” 

Instant  the  lots  amid  the  vafe  they  threw. 

And  the  markt  lot  dejedVed  Jonah  drew  ! 

Then  thus  their  chief  the  guilty  man  addreft, 

4i  Say,  for  what  crimes  of  thine  are  we  diftreft  ? 

<£  What  is  thy  country,  what  thy  calling,  fay, 
l(  Whence  doft  thou  come,  what  potentate  obey  ? 

<c  Unfold  it  all,  nor  be  the  truth  deny’d.” - 

The  mailer  fpoke — and  Jonah  thus  reply’d  : 

“  A  Hebrew  I,  from  neighbouring  regions  came, 
(i  A  Jewilh  prophet,  not  unknown  to  fame  j 
(C  That  God  I  fear  who  fpread  this  raging  lea, 

<c  Who  fixt  the  Ihores  by  his  fupreme  decree, 

“  And  reigns  throughout  immeafurable  fpace, 

(c  His  footftool  earth,  the  heaven  his  dwelling  place. 
<(  But  I,  regardlefs  of  his  high  command, 
ct  His  mandate  fighting,  fled  my  native  land, 
t(  Fool  that  I  was,  from  Joppa’s  port  to  fly, 

<e  Who  thought  to  lhun  his  all  pervading  eye  !— « 
t(  For  this  the  tempefl:  rends  each  tatter’d  fail, 

<l  For  this,  your  veflel  fcarce  fupports  the  gale!” 

The  feamen  heard,  diftradled  and  difmay’d  5 
"When  thus  again  their  trembling  captain  faid  5 
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ow  couldft  thou  thus,  ungenerous  as  thou  art. 
Affront  thy  patron,  and  with  us  depart  5  — 

Lo  .  for  thy  crimes,  and  not  our  own,  we  die  j 
“  Mark’  how  the  wild  waves  threaten  from  on  high  < 
“  °ur  laiis  fragments  hit  before  the  blah. 

Scarce  to  its  ftation  we  confine  the  maft  j 
“  W  hat  fiiall  we  do,  unhappy  man  declare, 

“  How  fiiall  we  a&,  or  how  dired  our  prayer, 

“  That  angry  Neptune  may  his  rage  reftrain, 

“  And  hufii  once  more  thefe  tumults  of  the  main  ?’* 
I  Hi  feer  reply’d,  “  The  means  are  in  your  power 
“  To  fti]I  the  tempeh  in  this  dreadful  hour  :  — 


High  on  the  fea-beat  prow  will  I  afcend, 

And  let  the  boldeft  of  your  crew  attend 
“To  plunge  me  headlong  from  that  giddy  fteep 
Down  to  the  bofom  of  the  unfathom’d  deep  j 
“  So  fiiall  the  ocean  from  its  raging  ceafe. 


“  And  the  derce  tempeft  foon  be  hufii’d  in  peace 
c<  j.  is  for  my  crime  this  angry  ocean  raves,  ■ 
t'  ’Tis  for  my  fin  we  plough  thefe  fearful  waves  3 
‘  Dii]odge  me  foon— the  ftorm  fiiall  then  decay. 
Which  ftill  growls  louder  while  on  board  I  fiay,” 
Thus  he  but  they,  to  fave  their  vagrant  gueft 
Refus  d  as  yet  to  grant  his  firange  requeft, 

And  though  aloft  on  mountain  waves  they  ride, 
And  the  toft  galley  reels  from  fide  to  fide, 

"i  et  to  tneir  breafts  they  drew  the  fweepy  oar. 

And  vainly  ftrove  to  gain  the  diftant  fiiore  3 
The  ruffian  winds  refufe  that  wifii’d  retreat. 

And  fiercer  o’er  the  decks  the  billows  beat. 

Then  to  the  Ikies  the  chief  his  prayer  addreft, 

“  Thou  Jove  fupreme,  the  greateft  and  the  beft ! 
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€t  Becaufe  thy  fovereign  pleafure  doth  require 
(t  That  death  alone  muft  fatisfy  thine  ire, 

<<  O  fpare  uss/or  thy  dying  prophet's  fake, 

“  Nor  let  us  perifli  for  the  life  we  take  j 
“  If  we  are  wrong,  his  lot  was  thy  decree, 

'  ((  And  thou  haft  done  as  it  feem’d  beft  to  thee." 

Then  from  the  fummit  of  the  waihy  prow, 

They  plung’d  the  prophet  to  the  depths  below. 

And  ftraight  the  winds  and  ftraight  the  billows  ceafe. 
And  every  threatning  furge  lay  hulh’d  in  peace  $ 

The  trembling  crew  adore  the  Power  Supreme 
Who  kindly  thus  from  ruin  refcued  them. 

Their  vows  they  fend  to  his  imperial  throne. 

And  vidtims  offer  to  this  God  unknown. 


CANTO  II. 


W  HEN  from  the  prow’s  intimidating  height 


They  plung’d  the  prophet  to  the  realms  of  night. 
Not  long  he  languifti’d  in  the  briny  deep. 

In  death’s  cold  arms  not  yet  decreed  to  fleep.— 
Jehovah  faw  him,  from  the  abodes  of  blift. 
Sunk  to  the  bottom  of  the  vaft  abyfs. 

And  bade  a  whale,  the  mightieft  of  the  kind. 

His  prophet  inthefe  difmal  manftons  find—* 

The  hoftile  form,  approaching  through  the  wave. 
Receiv’d  him,  living,  to  a  living  grave, 

Where  three  long  days  in  dark  diftrefs  he  lay. 

And  oft  repenting,  to  his  God  did  pray— 

The  pow’r  benign,  propitious  to  his  prayer, 

Eade  the  huge  fifti  to  neighbouring  fliores  repair—* 
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Inftant  the  whale  obey’d  the  high  command. 

And  call  him  fafe  on  Paleftina’s  ftrand. 

The  prophet  then  his  pall  tranfgreffions  mourn’d. 
And  grateful  thus,  to  heaven  his  thanks  return’d  : 
Afflicted  from  the  depths  of  hell  I  pray’d. 

The  dark  abyfs  of  everlafling  iliade; 

“  My  God  in  raercy  heard  the  earnell  prayer, 

“  And  dying  Jonah  felt  thy  prefence  there. 

“  Becaufe  I  dar’d  thy  mandate  difobey, 

“  Far  didft  thou  Plun8e  me  from  the  face  of  day  : 

“  In  the  vaft  ocean,  where  no  land  is  found, 

“  The  mighty  waters  clos’d  thy  prophet  round  ; 

“  On  me  the  waves  their  utraoft  fury  fpent, 

‘‘  And  all  thy  billows  o’er  my  body  went,  • 

“  Yet  then,  furrounded  by  the  difmal  lhade, 

**  Thus  t0  my  Ma  K  e  r  from  the  depths  I  faid  : 

Though  hid  beneath  the  caverns  of  the  main, 

“  To  thy  bieil  temple  will  I  look  again, 

“  Though  from  thy  fight  to  deepeft  darknefs  thrown, 
“  StiU  wil)  1  truft.  and  truft  on  thee  alone 
*  With  an8uift  deep  I  felt  the  billows  roll, 

“  Scarce  in  her  manfion  Hay’d  my  frighted  foul ; 

“  About  my  head  were  wrapt  the  weeds  of  night, 

“  ■And  da>knefs,  mingled  with  no  ray  of  light  5 
i(  I  faw  the  caves  the  briny  ocean  fills, 

“  I  faw  the  bafes  of  the  infernal  hills, 

"  Earth,  with  her  bars,  encompafs’d  me  around, 

“  Yet,  from  the  bottom  of  that  dark  profound 
((  Where  life  no  more  the  fwelling  vein  fupplies, 

“  And  Death  repofes,  didft  thou  bid  me  rife  j 
“  When  fainting  nature  bow’d  to  thy  decree. 

And  the  lone  fpirit  had  prepar’d  to  flee,  7 

Then  from  my  prifon  I  remember’d  thee,  C 
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My  prayer  towards  the  heavenly  temple  came, 
lt  The  temple  facred  to  Jehovah’s  name.— — > 

“  Unhappy  they,  who  vanities  purfue, 

“  And  lies  believing,  their  own  fouls  undo— 

“  But  to  thine  ear  my  grateful  fong  fhall  rife, 

“  For  thee  fhall  fmoke  the  joyous  facrifice, 

“  My  vows  I’ll  pay  at  thy  imperial  throne, 

((  Since  my  falvation  was  from  thee  alone.” 

CANTO  III. 

O  N  C  E  more  the  voice  to  humbled  Jonah  came 
Of  him,  who  lives  through  every  age  the  fame  : 

<c  Arife  !  and  o’er  the  intervening  wafte 
tc  To  Nineveh’s  exalted  turrets  hafte, 

“  And  what  to  thee  my  Spirit  fhall  reveal 
“  That  preach — nor  dare  the  facred  truth  conceal- 
“  To  defolation  I  that  town  decree  $ 

“  Proclaim  deftru&ion,  and  proclaim  from  me.” 
Obedient  to  Jehovah’s  high  command. 

The  Prophet  rofe,  and  left  Judea’s  land. 

And  now  he  near  the  fpiry  city  drew, 

(Euphrates  pafs’d,  and  rapid  Tigris  too,) 

So  vaft  the  bulk  of  this  prodigious  place 
Three  days  were  fcant  its  lengthy  ftreets  to  trace. 
But  as  he  enter’d,  on  the  firft  fad  day. 

Thus  he  began  his  tidings  of  difmay  : 

“  O  Nineveh  !  to  Heaven’s  decree  attend! 

<c  Yet  forty  days,  and  all  thy  glories  end ! 

(i  ^et  f°rty  days,  the  (kies  protraft  thy  fall, 

“  And  defolation  then  fhall  bury  all, 
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“  Thy  proudert  towers  their  utter  ruin  mourn, 
tc  And  domes  and  temples  unextingui/h’d  burn! 

“  O  Nineveh  !  the  God  of  armies  dooms, 

Thy  thoufand  rtreets  to  never  ending  glooms  : 

“  Thro’  mouldering  fanes  the  hollow  winds  /hall  roar. 
And  vultures  fcream  where  monarchs  lodg’d  before 
<C  1  hy  8mIty  fons  /hall  bow  beneath  the  fword, 

“  Thy  captive  matrons  own  a  foreign  lord. _ 

“  Such  is  the  vengeance  that  the  heavens  decree. 

Such  is  the  ruin  that  muft  bury  thee  I” 


The  people  j,  and  fmit  with  inrtant  fear, 


Believ’d  the  fatal  x  arnings  of  the  feer: 

This  fuddcr  ruin  fo  their  fouls  diftrert, 

Thai-  e  h  with  fackcloth  did  his  limbs  invert, 

Frcm  him  that  glitter’d  on  the  regal  throne, 

T  f  him  t  *at  did  beneath  the  burden  groan 
Soon  to  their  monarch  came  this  voice  of  fate. 

Who  left  his  throne  and  coftly  robes  of  ftate. 

And  o’er  his  limbs  a  vert  of  fackcloth  drew. 

And  fate  in  a/hes,  forrowful  to  view— 

# 

His  lords  and  nobles,  now  repentant  grown. 

With  equal  grief  their  various  /ins  bemoan. 

And  through  the  city  fent  this  loud  decree. 

With  threatning  back’d,  and  dreadful  penalty  : 

“  Ye  Ninivites,  your  wonted  food  refrain, 

“  Nor  touch,  ye  hearts,  the  herbage  of  the  plain, 

“  Let  all  that  live  be  humbled  to  the  duft, 

“  Nor  tafte  the  waters,  though  ye  die  of  thirrt  : 

“  Let  men  and  hearts  the  garb  of  forrow  wear, 

*c  And  beg  yon’  /kies  thefe  guilty  walls  to  fpare  : 

<c  Let  all  repent  the  evil  they  purfue, 
u  And  curfe  the  mifchief  that  their  hands  would  do— 
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the  PROPHET  JONAH. 

Perhaps  that  God  who  leans  to  mercy  Hill, 

(C  And  fent  a  prophet  to  declare  his  will, 

“  May  yet  the  vengeance  he  defigns,  adjourn, 

<(  And,  ere  we  perifti,  from  his  anger  turn.” 

Jehovah  heard,  and  pleas’d  beheld  at  laft 

Their  deep  repentance  for  tranfgreffions  paft, 

* 

With  pity  mov’d  he  heard  the  earneft  prayer 
Of  this  vaft  city,  humbled  in  defpair; 

Though  juftly  due,  his  anger  dies  away. 

He  bids  the  angel  of  deftrudtion  ftay— 

The  obedient  angel  hears  the  b'gh  command, 
And  iheathes  the  fword  he  drew  to  fmite  the  land. 

CANTO  IV. 

XjUT  anger  fwell’d  the  haughty  prophet’s  breaft. 

Rage  burn’d  within,  and  robb’d  his  foul  of  reft  $ 

Such  was  his  pride  he  wilh’d  they  all  in  flame 

Might  rather  perifti  than  belie  his  fame, 

And  God’s  own  bolts  the  tottering  towers  aflail. 

And  millions  perifti,  than  his  word  ftiould  fail. 

Then  to  the  heavens  he  fent  this  peevilh  prayer—* 

(Vain,  impious  man  to  fend  fuch  pinings  there) : 

t(  While  yet  within  my  native  land,  I  ftay’d, 

i(  This  would  at  laft  reward  my  toil,  I  faid, 

<£  Deftrudlion  through  the  Aftyrian  ftreets  to  cry, 

<£  And  then  the  event  my  million  falfify  ; 

(i  For  this  I  ftrove  to  fliun  thy  fight  before, 

<£  And  fought  repofe  upon  a  foreign  Ihore ; 

<(  I  knew  thou  wert  fo  gracious  and  fo  kind, 

e<  Such  jnsrcy  fways  thy  vaft  creating  mind, 
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u  Averfe  thy  bolts  of  vengeance  to  employ, 

“  And  ftill  relenting  when  thou  fhouldft  deftroy, 

“  That  when  I  had  declar’d  thy  facred  will, 

“  Thou  wouldft  not  what  I  prophefy’d  fulfil. 

But  lea've  me  thus  to  fcorn,  contempt,  and  ihame, 
<e  A  lying  prophet,  blafted  in  my  fame  j — 

And  now,  I  pray  thee,  grant  my  laft  requeft, 

O  take  my  life,  fo  wretched  and  unbleft  ! 

(C  If  here  I  ftay,  ’tis  but  to  grieve  and  figh, 

*c  Then  take  my  life — ’tis  better  far  to  die.” 

Ci  Is  it  thy  place  to  fwell  with  rage  and  pride, 

(i  (Thus  to  his  pining  prophet,  God  reply’d) 

Say,  is  it  juft  thy  heart  ihould  burn  with  ire 
Becaufe  the  city  is  not  wrapt  in  fire  ? 

Ci  What  it  I  thoofe  its  ruin  to  delay, 

tc  And  fend  deftruttion  on  fome  future  day, 

ie  Muft  thou,  for  that,  with  wafting  anguifti  figh, 

“  And,  hoftile  to  my  pleafure,  wilh  to  die  ?” 

Then  Jonah  parted  from  the  mourning  town. 

And  near  its  eaftern  limits  fate  him  down, 

A  booth  he  builaed  with  afliduous  care, 

(Form’d  of  the  cyprefs  boughs  that  flourith’d  there) 
And  anxious  now  beneath  their  lhadow  lay. 

Waiting  the  ifiue  of  the  fortieth  day — 

As  yet  uncertain  if  the  Power  Divine 

Or  would  to  mercy  or  to  wrath  incline - - 

Meantime,  the  leaves  that  roof’d  his  arbour  o’er. 
Shrunk  up  and  faded,  Ihelter’d  him  no  more ; 

But  God  ordain’d  a  thrifty  gourd  to  rife, 

To  fereen  his  prophet  from  the  fcorching  Ikies  j 
High  o’er  his  head  afpir’d  the  fpreading  leaf. 

Too  fondly  meant  to  mitigate  his  grief, 
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So  clofe  a  foliage  o’er  his  head  was  made. 

That  not  a  beam  could  pierce  the  happy  lhade  : 

The  wondering  feer  perceiv’d  the  branches  grow 
And  blefs’d  the  fiiadow  that  reliev’d  his  woe  5 
But  when  the  next  bright  morn  began  to  fiiine 
(So  God  ordain’d)  a  worm  attack’d  the  vine, 
Beneath  his  bite  its  goodly  leaves  decay, 

And  wafting,  withering,  die  before  the  day  ! 

But  as  the  lamp  of  heaven  ft  ill  higher  rofe 
From  eaftern  Ikies  a  fultry  tempeft  blows, 

The  vertic  fun  as  fiercely  pour’d  his  ray. 

And  beam’d  around  infufferable  day, 

How  beat  thofe  beams  on  Jonah’s  fainting  head! 

How  oft  he  wi fil’d  a  place  among  the  dead  ! 

All  he  could  do,  was  now  to  grieve  and  figh, 

H  is  life  deteft,  and  beg  of  God  to  die. 

Again,  Jehovah  to  his  prophet  faid, 
t(  Art  thou  fo  angry  for  thy  vanifii’d  fiiade — 

**  For  a  mere  fiiadow  doft  thou  well  to  grieve, 
tc  For  this  poor  lofs  wouldft  thou  thy  being  leave?” 

((  My  rage  is  juft,  (the  frantic  prophet  cry’d), 
i(  My  laft,  my  only  comfort  is  deny’d — 

“  The  fpreading  vine  that  form’d  my  leafy  bower, 
te  Behold  it  vanifii’d  in  the  needful  hour  ! 

To  beating  winds  and  fultry  funs  a  prey 
“  My  fainting  fpirit  droops  and  dies  away— 

(i  Give  me  a  manfion  in  my  native  duft, 

<c  For  though  I  die  with  rage,  my  rage  is  juft.” 

Once  more  the  Almighty  deign’d  to  make  reply 
t(  Does  this  loft  gourd  thy  forrow  fwell  fo  high, 

((  JVhoft  friendly  fiiade  not  to  thy  toil  was  due, 
c<  Alone  it  fprouted,  and  alone  it  grew  3 
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A  night  beheld  its  branches  waving  high, 

And  the  next  fun  beheld  thofe  branches  diej 
“  And  fliould  not  pity  move  the  Lord  of  all 
“  To  fpare  this  vail:  Afiyrian  capital, 

Within  whofe  walls  uncounted  myriads  firay, 

Their  Father  I,  my  finful  offspring  they  — 

Should  they  not  move  the  great  creating  mind 
Vv  jtn  fix  fcore  thoufand  of  the  infant  kind, 

<b  And  herds  untold  that  graze  the  fpacious  field, 
i’ or  whom  yon’  meads  their  ftores  of  fragrance  yield  5 
“  Should  I  this  royal  city  wrap  in  fiame, 

“  And  fiaughter  millions  to  fupport  thy  fame, 

“  When  now  repentant  to  their  God  they  turn, 

c*  And  their  pafl:  follies,  low  in  allies,  mourn? _ 

“  Vain  thoughtlefs  wretch,  recall  thy  weak  fequeft, 
Deatn  never  came  to  man  a  welcome  gueil  • 
tf  Why  wifh  to  die — whatmadnefs  prompts  thy  mind, 

“  Too  long  the  days  of  darknefs  thou  ihall  find  5 
“  Life  was.  a  bleffmg  by  thy  Pvlaker  meant, 

“  thou  defpife  the  bleffings  he  has  lent— 

“  Enjoy  my  gifts  while  yet  the  feafons  run 

<£  1  rue  to  their  months,  and  focial  with  the  fun  * 

“  When  to  the  dufl:  my  mandate  bids  thee  fall, 

(i  All  thefe  are  loft— for  death  conceals  them  all _ 

“  No  more  the  fun  illumes  the  fprightly  day, 

“  The  feafons  vanifli,  and  the  ftars  decay  : 

“  The  trees,  the  flowers,  no  more  thy  fenfe  delight, 
DcatJi  {hades  them  all  in  ever  during  night, 
hen  thinic  not  long  the  little  fpace  I  lent— 

<£  Ot  thy  own  fins,  like  Nineveh,  repent j 
“  Rejoice  at  lafl  the  mighty  change  to  fee, 

“  And  bear  with  them  as  I  have  borne  with  thee.” 
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THE 

PYRAMIDS  of  EGYPT, 

A  DIALOGUE. 

Scene.  Egypt. 

Terfo-ns.  Traveller,  Genius,  Time. 
Written  in  1770. 


‘ Traveller . 

"Where  are  thofe  famed  piles  of  human  grandeur^ 
Thofe  fphinxes,  pyramids,  and  Pompey’s  pillar, 

That  bid  defiance  to  the  arm  of  Time — 

Tell  me,  dear  Genius  :  for  I  long  to  fee  them. 

Genius. 

At  Alexandria  rifes  Pompey’s  pillar, 

Whofe  birth  is  but  of  yederday,  compar’d 
With  thofe  prodigious  fabricks  that  you  fee 
O’er  yonder  didant  plain — upon  whofe  bread 
Old  I\  lie  hath  never  roll  d  his  fwelling  dreams^ 

1  he  only  plain  fo  privileg’d  in  Egypt. 

Thcfe  pyramids  may  well  excite  your  wonder, 
ri  hey  are  of  mod  remote  antiquity, 

Almod  co-eval  with  thofe  cloud-crown’ d  hills 
I  hat  vvedward  from  them  rife— -’twas  the  fame  age 
That  faw  old  Babel’s  tower  afpiring  high, 

When  fird  the  fage  Egyptian  architeds 
Thefe  ancient  turrets  to  the  heaven  rais’d  3—. 
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But  Babel’s  tower  is  gone,  and  thefe  remain  ! 

Traveller. 

Old  Rome  I  thought  unrivall’d  in  her  years, 

At  leak  the  remnants  that  we  find  of  Rome, 

But  thefe,  you  teli  me,  are  of  older  date. 

Genius. 

Talk  not  of  Rome  ! — before  they  lopt  a  bufh 

From  the  feven  hills  where  Rome,  earth’s  emprefs,  flood, 

Thefe  pyramids  were  old - their  birth  day  is 

Beyond  tradition’s  reach,  or  hiftory. 

Traveller. 

Then  let  us  hade  toward  thofe  piles  of  wonder 
That  fcorn  to  bend  beneath  this  weight  of  years— 

Lo  !  to  my  view,  the  aweful  manfions  rife 
The  pride  of  art,  the  fleeping  place  of  death! 

Are  thefe  the  four  prodigious  monuments 
That  fo  afionifh  every  generation— — 

Let  us  examine  this,  the  firft  and  greateft— 

A  fecret  horror  chills  my  bread;,  dear  Genius, 

To  touch  thofe  monuments  that  are  fo  ancient, 

The  fearful  property  of  ghofts  and  death  !— _ 

Yet  of  fuch  mighty  bulk,  that  I  prefume 
A  race  of  giants  were  the  architects.—— - 
Since  thefe  proud  fabricks  to  the  heavens  were  rais’d 
How  many  generations  have  decay’d. 

How  many  monarchies  to  ruin  pafs’d  ! 

How  many  empires  had  their  rife  and  fall  ! 

While  thefe  remain — and  promife  to  remain 
As  long  as  yonder  fun  fhall  gild  their  fummits/ 

Qr  moon  or  dars  their  wonted  circles  run. 

Genius. 

'I  he  time  fhall  come 
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When  thefe  flupendous  piles  you  deem  immortal. 

Worn  out  with  age,  fhall  moulder  on  their  bafes. 

And  down,  down,  low  to  endlefs  ruin  verging, 

O’erwhelm’d  by  duft,  be  feen  and  known  no  more  !— • 

Ages  ago,  in  dark  oblivion’s  lap 

Had  they  been  fhrouded,  but  the  atmofphere 

In  thefe  parch’d  climates,  hoftile  to  decay. 

Is  pregnant  with  no  rain,  that  by  its  moiflure 
Might  wafte  their  bulk  in  fuch  excels  of  time. 

And  prove  them  merely  mortal. 

’Twason  this  plain  the  ancient  Memphis  flood. 

Her  walls  encircled  thefe  tall  pyramids - 

But  where  is  Pharaoh’s  palace,  where  the  domes 
Of  Egypt’s  haughty  lords  ? — all,  all  are  gone, 

And  like  the  phantom  fnows  of  a  May  morning 
Left  not  a  veftige  to  difeover  them  ! 

Traveller* 

How  fhall  I  reach  the  vortex  of  this  pile— — 

How  fhall  I  clamber  up  its  Shelving  fides  ? 

I  fcarce  endure  to  glance  toward  the  fummit, 

It  feems  among  the  clouds - When  was’t  thou  rais’d 

O  work  of  more  than  mortal  majefty— 

Was  this  produc’d  by  perfevering  man. 

Or  did  the  gods  eredt  this  pyramid  ? 

Genius, 

Nor  gods,  nor  giants  rais’d  this  pyramid— 

It  was  the  toil  of  mortals  like  yourfelf 

That  fwell’d  it  to  the  Ikies - - 

See’ft  thou  yon’  little  door  ?  Through  that  they  pafs’d, 
Who  rais’d  fo  high  this  aggregate  of  wonders ! 

What  cannot  tyrants  do. 

When  they  have  fubjeft  nations  at  their  will, 
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And  the  world’s  wealth  to  gratify  ambition  ! 
Millions  of  haves  beneath  their  labours  fainted 
Who  here  were  doom’d  to  toil  inceffiantly, 

A.nd  years  elaps’d  while  groaning  myriads  ftrove 
To  raife  this  mighty  tomb — and  but  to  hide 
The  worthlefs  bones  of  an  Egyptian  king.— 

O  wretch,  could  not  a  humbler  tomb  have  done, 
Could  nothing  but  a  pyramid  inter  thee  ! 

‘ Traveller . 

Perhaps  old  Jacob’s  race,  when  here  opprefs’d, 
Rais’d  in  their  years  of  bondage  this  dread  pile. 

Genius* 

Before  the  Jewifh  patriarchs  faw  the  light. 

While  yet  the  globe  was  in  its  infancy 

Thefe  were  eredted  to  the  pride  of  man _ ’ 

Four  thoufand  years  have  run  their  tedious  round 
Since  thefe  fmooth  ftones  were  on  each  other  laid. 
Four  thoufand  more  may  run  as  dull  a  round 
Ere  Egypt  fees  her  pyramids  decay’d. 

‘Traveller. 

But  fuffer  me  to  enter,  and  behold 
The  interior  wonders  of  this  edifice. 

Genius. 

’Tis  darknefs  all,  with  hateful  filence  join’d—  ■» 
Here  drowfy  bats  enjoy  a  dull  repofe, 

And  marble  coffins,  vacant  of  their  bones, 

Show  where  the  royal  dead  in  ruin  lay  ! 

By  every  pyramid  a  temple  rofe 

Where  oft  in  concert  thofe  of  ancient  time 

Sung  to  their  goddefs  Isis  hymns  of  praife  $ 

But  thefe  are  fallen  !— their  columns  too  fuperb 
Are  leveird  with  the  duiK-nor  thefe  alone* 


Where  is  thy  vocal  flatue,  Memnon ,  now, 

That  once,  refponfive  to  the  morning  beams, 
Harmonioufly  to  father  Phoebus  fung  ! 

Where  is  the  image  that  in  paft  time  flood 
High  on  the  fummit  of  yon  pyramid  ?— 

Still  may  you  fee  its  polifh’d  pedeftal— 

Where  art  thou  ancient  Thebes  ? - all  bury’d  low 

All  vanifh’d  !  crumbled  into  mother  dull. 

And  nothing  of  antiquity  remains 

But  thefe  huge  pyramids,  and  yonder  hills. 

Time . 

Old  Babel’s  tower  hath  felt  my  potent  arm 
I  ruin’d  Ecbatan  and  Babylon, 

Thy  huge  Coloffus,  Rhodes,  I  tumbled  down, 

And  on  thefe  pyramids  I  fmote  my  fcythe  ; 

But  they  refill  its  edge - then  let  them  {land. 

But  I  can  boafl  a  greater  feat  than  this, 

I  long  ago  have  fhrouded  thofe  in  death 
Who  made  thofe  flrudtures  rebels  to  my  power —  - 
But,  O  return  ! — Thefe  piles  are  not  immortal! 
This  earth,  with  all  its  balls  of  hills  and  mountains 

Shall  perifh  by  my  hand - then  how  can  thefe, 

Thefe  hoary  headed  pyramids  of  Egypt, 

That  are  but  dwindled  warts  upon  her  body. 

That  on  a  little,  little  lpot  of  ground 
Extinguifh  the  dull  radiance  of  the  fun, 

Be  proof  to  Death  and  me  ?—•  Traveller  return-"* 
There  s  nought  but  God  immortal— -He  alone 
Exifls  fecure,  when  Man,  and  Death,  and  Time$ 
(Time  not  immortal,  but  a  fancied  point 
In  the  vaft  circle  of  eternity) 

Are  fwallow’d  up,  and,  like  the  pyramids, 
k«ave  not  an  atom  for  their  monument! 
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MONUMENT  of  PHAON. 


Written  1770. 

Phaon»  thc  admirer  of  Sappho,  both  of  the  ifle  of  Lefbos,  pri¬ 
vately  forfook  this  firft  object  of  his  affections,  and  fat  out  to 
vifit  foreign  countries.  Sappho,  after  having  long  mourned 
his  abfence  (which  is  the  fubjed  of  one  of  Ovid’s  fineft  epiftles) 
is  here  fuppofed  to  fall  into  the  company  of  Ifmenius  a  travel¬ 
ler,  who  informs  her  that  he  faw  the  tomb  of  a  certain  Phaon  in 
Sicily,  ereded  to  his  memory  by  a  lady  of  the  bland,  and  gives 
her  the  infcriptions,  hinting  to  her  that,  in  all  probability,  it 
belonged  to  the  fame  perfon  ihe  bemoans.  She  thereupon,  in 
a  fit  of  rage  and  defpair,  throws  herfelf  from  the  famous  Leu- 
cadian  rock,  andperiihes  in  the  gulph  below. 


Sappho. 

No  more  I  fing  by  yonder  fhaded  ftream, 
Where  once  intranc’d  I  fondly  pafs’d  the  day, 
Supremely  bleft,  when  Phaon  was  my  theme. 
But  wretched  now,  when  Phaon  is  away  ! 


Of  all  the  youths  that  grac’d  our  Le/bian  ifle 
He,  only  he,  my  heart  propitious  found, 

So  foft  his  language,  and  fo  fweet  his  fmile. 

Heaven  was  my  own  when  Phaon  dafp’d  me  round  ! 


But  foon,  too  foon,  the  faithlefs  lover  fled 
To  wander  on  feme  diftant  barbarous  fliore--^ 
Who  knows  if  Phaon  is  alive  or  dead, 

Or  wretched  Sappho  fhall  behold  him  more. 
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Jfmenius . 

As  late  in  fair  Sicilia’s  groves  I  ftray’d, 

Charm’d  with  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  fcene 
I  fate  me  down  amid  the  yew  tree’s  /hade, 

Flowers  blooming  round,  with  herbage  frefh  and  green. 

Not  diftant  far  a  monument  arofe 
Among  the  trees  and  form’d  of  Parian  ftone. 

And,  as  if  there  fome  Granger  did  repcfe, 

It  flood  negledled,  and  it  flood  alone. 

Along  its  fides  dependent  ivy  crept, 

The  cyprefs  bough,  Plutonian  green,  was  near, 

A  fculptur’d  Venus  on  the  fummit  wept, 

A  penfive  Cupid  dropt  the  parting  tear  : 

Strains  deep  engrav’d  on  every  fide  I  read. 

How  Phaon  died  upon  that  foreign  fhore-— 

Sappho,  I  think  your  Phaon  mufl  be  dead. 

Then  hear  the  flrains  that  do  his  fate  deplore  : 

Thou  fwain  that  lov’fl  the  morning  air, 

To  thofe  embowering  trees  repair, 

Forfake  thy  fleep  at  early  dawn, 

And  of  this  landfcape  to  grow  fonder, 

Still,  O  ftill  perfift  to  wander 
Up  and  down  the  flowery  lawn  j 
And  as  you  there  enraptur’d  rove 
From  hill  to  hill,  from  grove  to  grave, 

Penflve  now  and  quite  alone, 

Call  thine  eye  upon  this  ftone, 

Read  its  melancholy  moan  j 
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And  if  you  can  retufe  a  tear 
To  the  youth  that  {lumbers  here^ 
Whom  the  Leibians  held  fo  dear. 
Nature  calls  thee  not  her  own* 
Echo,  haften  to  my  aid! 

Tell  the  woods  and  tell  the  waves. 
Tell  the  far  off  mountain  caves 
(Wrapt  in  folitary  {hade)  j 
Tell  them  in  high  tragic  numbers. 
That  beneath  this  marble  tomb. 
Shrouded  in  unceafing  gloom 
Phaon,  youthful  Phaon,  (lumbers. 

By  Sicilian  fwains  deplor’d— 

That  a  narrow  urn  retrains 

Him  who  charm’d  our  pleafing  plains. 

Him,  whom  every  nymph  ador’d. 

Tell  the  woods  and  tell  the  waves. 
Tell  the  mofiy  mountain  caves, 

Tell  them,  if  none  will  hear  befide. 
Plow  our  lovely  Phaon  died. 

In  that  feafon  when  the  fun 
Bids  his  glowing  charioteer 
Phcebus,  native  of  the  fphere. 

High  the  burning  zenith  run  $ 

Then  oifr  much  lamented  fwain. 

O’er  the  funny,  fcorched  plain. 
Hunting  with  a  chofen  train. 

Slew  the  monfters  of  the  wafte 
From  thofe  gloomy  caverns  chac’d 
Round  ftupendous  Etna  plac’d.— 
Conquer’d  by  the  folar  beam 
At  laft  he  came  to  yonder  Itreamj 
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panting,  thirftir.g  there  he  lay 
On  this  fatal  fummer’s  day. 

While  his  locks  of  raven  jett 
Were  on  his  temples  dripping  wetj 
The  gentle  ftream  ran  purling  by 
O’er  the  pebbles,  pleafantly. 

Tempting  him  to  drink  and  die— 

He  drank  indeed — but  never  thought 
Death  was  in  the  gelid  draught!— 

Soon  it  chill’d  his  boiling  veins. 

Soon  this  glory  of  the  plains 

Left  the  nymphs  and  left  the  fwains. 

And  has  bed  with  all  his  charms 
Where  the  Stygian  monarch  reigns. 

Where  no  fun  the  climate  warms ! — 

Dread  Pluto  then,  as  once  before, 

Pafs’d  Aver  nits'  waters  o’er  j 
Left  the  dark  and  difmal  ihore. 

And  ftrait  enamour’d,  as  he  gloomy  flood. 

Seiz’d  Phaon  by  the  waters  of  the  wood. 

Now  o’er  the  filent  plain 
We  for  our  much  lov’d  Phaon  call  again, 

And  Phaon  !  Phaon  !  ring  the  woods  amain— 
From  beneath  this  myrtle  tree, 

Musidora,  wretched  maid, 

H  ow  fhall  Phaon  aafwer  thee. 

Deep  in  vaulted  caverns  laid  !  — 

Thrice  the  myrtle  tree  hath  bloom’d 
Since  our  Phaon  was  intomb’d, 

I,  who  had  his  heart,  below, 

I  have  rais’d  this  turret  high, 

A  monument  of  love  and  woe 
That  Phaon’s  name  jnay  never  die— » 
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With  deepeft  grief,  O  mufe  divine. 

Around  his  tomb  thy  laurels  twine 
And  feed  thy  forrow,  for  to  morrow 
Thou,  perhaps,  {halt  ceafe  to  glow— 

My  hopes  are  croft,  my  lover  loft. 

And  I  mu  ft  weeping  o’er  the  mountains  go ! 

Sapp  be. 

Ah  faithlefs  Phaon,  thus  from  me  to  rove. 

And  blefs  my  rival  in  a  foreign  grove  ! 

Could  Sicily  more  charming  forefts  ftiow 
Than  thofe  that  in  thy  native  Le&os  grow— 

Did  fairer  fruits  adorn  the  bending  tree 
Than  thofe  that  Lefbos  did  prdent  to  thee  ! 

Or  didft  thou  find  through  all  the  changing  fair 
One  beauty  that  with  Sappho  could  compare! 

So  foft,  fo  fweet,  fo  charming  and  fo  kind, 

A  face  xo  fair,  fuch  beauties  of  the  mind—— 

Not  Mufidora  can  he  rank’d  with  me 

Who  fings  fo  well  thy  funeral  fong  for  thee  ?— 

I’ll  go  ! — and  from  the  high  Leucadian  fteep 
Take  my  laft  farewell  in  the  lover’s  leap, 

I  charge  thee,  Phaon,  by  this  deed  of  woe 
To  meet  me  in  the  Elyfian  {hades  below. 

No  rival  beauty  ihalJ  pretend  a  {hare, 

Sappho  alone  {hall  walk  with  Phaon  there. 

She  fpoke,  and  downward  from  the  mountains  height 
Plung  d  in  the  plaihy  wave  to  evexiaiting  night* 
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Written  1770* 


VV  AKEFUL,  vagrant,  reftlefs  thing. 
Ever  wandering  on  the  wing. 


Who  thy  wondrous  fource  can  find. 
Fancy,  regent  of  the  mind  $ 

A  fpark  from  Jove’s  refplendent  throne. 
But  thy  nature  ali  unknown. 

This  fpark  of  bright,  celeftial  fiame. 


From  Jove’s  feraphic  altar  came. 
And  hence  alone  in  man  we  trace, 
Refemblance  to  the  immortal  race, 


Ah!  what  is  ail  this  mighty  whole, 
Thefe  funs  and  ftars  that  round  us  roll ! 
What  are  they  all,  where’er  they  ihine. 
But  Fancies  of  the  Power  Divine  ! 

'  What  is  tins  glebe,  thefe  lands ,  and  feas. 
And  heat ,  and  cold ,  and  flowers,  and  tree j. 
And  life,  and  death,  and  beafi,  and  man, 
And  time — that  with  the  fun  began— 

But  thoughts  on  reafon’s  fcale  combin’d, 
Ideas  of  the  Almighty  mind  ? 

On  the  furface  of  the  brain 
N  ight  after  night  fhe  walks  unfeen. 

Noble  fabrics  doth  ihe  raife 
In  the  woods  or  on  the  feas, 

On  Come  high,  fteep,  pointed  rock, 

Where  the  billows  loudly  knock 
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And  the  dreary  tempers  fweep 

Clouds  along  the  uncivil  deep. 

Lo  !  flie  walks  upon  the  moon,, 

Lifiens  to  the  chirny  tune 

Of  the  bright,  harmonious  fpheres. 

And  the  fong  of  angels  hears  $ 

Sees  this  earth  a  diftantftar*, 

I  endant,  floating  in  the  air 5 

Leads  me  to  lome  lonely  dome. 

Where  Religion  loves  to  come. 

Where  the  bride  or  Jefus  dwells. 

And  the  deep  ton’d  organ  fwells 

In  notes  with  lofty  anthems  join’d. 

Notes  that  half  diftraa  the  mind. 

Now  like  lightning  ihe  defcends 

To  the  prifon  of  the  fiends. 

Hears  the  rattling  of  their  chains. 

Feels  their  never  ceafing  pains _ — 

But,  O  never  may  fhe  tell 

Half  the  fright*  ulnefs  of  hell. 

Now  Ihe  views  Arcadian  rocks. 

Where  the  fiiep -*erds  guard  their  flocks, 

And,  while  yet  her  wings  file  fpreads. 

Sees  chryftal  ftreams  and  coral  beds. 

Wanders  to  fome  defert  deep, 

Or  fome  dark,  enchanted  fteep. 

By  the  full  moon  light  doth  {hew 

Forefis  of  a  dulkv  blue, 

«*  # 

Where,  upon  fome  mofly  bed. 

Innocence  reclines  her  head. 

*  Milton’s  Paradife  Loft,  B.II.  v.rosa. 
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Swift,  /he  firetches  o’er  thefcas 
To  the  far  off  Hebrides, 

Canvas  on  the  lofty  mail 
Could  not  travel  half  fo  faft— 

Swifter  than  the  eagle’s  flight 
Or  inftantaneous  rays  of  light ! 

Lo  !  contemplative  /he  (lands 
On  Norwegia’s  rocky  lands  — 

Fickle  Goddefs,  fet  me  down 
Where  the  rugged  winters  frown 
Upon  Orca’s  howling  (deep, 

Nodding  o’er  the  northern  deep, 

Where  the  winds  tumultuous  roar, 

Vext  that  OJJian  flngs  no  more. 

Fancy,  to  that  land  repair, 

Sweetefl:  OiTian  /lumbers  there  $ 

Waft  me  far  to  fouthern  ifles 
Where  the  foften’d  winter  fmiles. 

To  Bermuda’s  orange  /hades, 

Or  Demarara’s  lovely  glades  $ 

Bear  me  o’er  the  founding  cape. 

Painting  death  in  every  fliape, 

Where  daring  Anfon  fpread  the  fail 
Shatter’d  by  the  ftormy  gale——* 

Lo  !  (he  leads  me  wide  and  far, 

Senfe  can  never  follow  her- 
Shape  thy  courfe  o’er  land  and  fea. 

Help  me  to  keep  pace  with  thee. 

Lead  me  to  yon’  chalky  cliff. 

Over  rock  and  over  reef, 

Into  Britain’s  fertile  land. 

Stretching  far  her  proud  command* 
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Lookback  and  view,  thro’  many  a  year, 
Cxfar,  Julius  Caefar,  there. 

Now  to  Tempe’s  verdant  wood. 

Over  the  mid-ocean  flood 
Lo  !  the  iflands  of  the  fea 
—Sappho,  Lelbos  mourns  for  thee  : 

Greece,  aroufe  thy  humbled  head, 

Where  are  all  thy  mighty  dead, 

Who  ftates  to  endlefs  ruin  hurl’d 

And  carried  vengeance  thiough  the  world  ?<— « 

1  roy,  thy  vani/h’d  pomp  refume. 

Or,  weeping  at  thy  Hedtor’s  tomb, 

Yet  thofe  faded  fcenes  renew, 

Whofe  memory  is  to  Homer  due. 

Fancy,  lead  me  wandering  ftill 
Up  to  Ida’s  cloud-topt  hill  $ 

Not  a  laurel  there  doth  grow 
But  in  vifion  thou  /halt  /how,— 

Every  fprig  on  Virgil’s  tomb 
Shall  in  livelier  colours  bloom, 

And  every  triumph  Rome  has  feen 
Flouri/h  on  the  years  between. 

Now  /he  bears  me  far  away 
In  the  eaft  to  meet  the  day, 

Leads  me  over  Ganges’  ftrcams. 

Mother  of  the  morning  beams-—  — 

O’er  the  ocean  hath  /he  ran. 

Places  me  on  Tinian  5 
Farther,  farther  in  the  eaft, 

Till  it  almoft  meets  the  weft. 

Let  us  wandering  both  be  loft: 

On  Taitis  fea-beat  coaft, 

Bear  me  from  that  diftant  ftrand, 
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Over  ocean,  over  land, 

To  California’s  golden  ihore  ■ 

Fancy,  flop,  and  rove  no  more. 

Now,  tho’  late,  returning  home, 

Lead  me  to  Belinda's  tomb  $ 

Let  me  glide  as  well  as  you 
Through  the  ffiroud  and  coffin  too, 

And  behold,  a  moment,  there, 

All  that  once  was  good  and  fair - - 

Who  doth  here  fo  foundly  fleep  ? 

Shall  we  break  this  prifon  deep  ?— 

Thunders  cannot  wake  the  maid, 

Lightnings  cannot  pierce  the  lhade, 

And  tho’  wintry  tempefts  roar, 

Tempefts  (hall  difturb  no  more. 

Yet  muft  thofe  eyes  in  darknefs  ftay, 

That  once  were  rivals  to  the  day - ? 

Like  heaven’s  bright  lamp  beneath  the  main 
They  are  but  fet  to  rife  again. 

Fancy,  thou  the  mufes  pride, 

In  thy  painted  realms  refide 
Endlefs  images  of  things, 

Fluttering  each  on  golden  wings, 

Ideal  objects,  fuch  a  ftore, 

The  univerfe  could  hold  no  more  ; 

Fancy,  to  thy  power  I  owe 
Half  my  happinefs  below  $ 

By  thee  Elyfian  groves  were  made, 

Thine  were  the  notes  that  Orpheus  play’d  3 
By  thee  was  Pluto  charm’d  fo  well 
While  rapture  feiz’d  the  fons  of  hell  ■  - 
Come,  O  come — perceiv’d  by  none, 

You  and  I  will  walk  alone. 
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OA  D  monarch  of  the  world  below* 
Stern  guardian  of  this  drowfy  /hade. 
Through  thy  unlovely  realms  I  go 
To  feek  a  captive  thou  haft  made. 

O  er  Stygian  waters  have'  I  pafs’d. 
Contemning  Jove’s  unjuft  decree. 

And  reach’d  thy  fable  court  at  laft 
To  find  my  loft  Eurydice. 

Of  all  the  nymphs  fo  deckt  and  dreft 
Like  Venus  of  theftarry  train, 

She  was  the  lovelieft  and  the  beft. 

The  pride  and  glory  of  the  plain. 

O  free  from  thy  defpotic  fway 
This  nymph  of  heaven-defcended  charms. 
Too  foon  {he  came  this  du/ky  way— — * 
Reftore  thy  capt»ve  to  my  arms. 

As  by  a  ftream’s  fair,  verdant  fide 
In  myrtle  lhades  /he  rov’d  along, 

A  ferpent  ftung  my  blooming  bride. 

This  brighteft  of  the  female  throng— . 

The  venom  haft’ning  thro’  her  veins 
Forbid  the  freezing  blood  to  flow. 

And  thus  /he  left  the  Thracian  plains 
For  thefe  deje&ed  groves  below. 
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Even  thou  may’ll  pity  my  fad  pain* 

Since  love,  as  ancient  Tories  fay. 

Forc’d  thee  to  leave  thy  native  reign. 

And  in  Sicilian  meadows  Array  : 

Bright  Proferpine  thy  bofom  fir'd. 

For  her  you  fought  th’  unwelcome  light, 
Madnefs  and  love  in  you  confpir’d 
To  feize  her  to  thcftiades  of  night. 

But  if,  averfe  to  my  requeft. 

The  vanilh’d  nymph,  for  whom  I  mourn, 

Muft  in  Plutonian  chambers  reft. 

And  never  to  my  arms  return - — 

Take  Orpheus  too— -his  warm  defire 
Can  ne’er  be  quench’d  by  your  decree. 

In  life  or  death  he  mull  admire. 

He  mud  adore  Eurydice. 
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H  1  S  antIclue  dome  the  unmouldering  tooth  of  time 
Now  level  with  the  duft  has  almoft  laid 

Yet  ere  ’tis  gone,  I  fix  my  humble  rhyme 

On  thefe  low  ruins,  that  his  years  have  made, 

Behold  the  unfocial  hearth  .'—where  once  the  fires 
Blaz’d  high,  and  check’d  the  win  fry  travellers  woes  j 
See  the  weak  roof,  that  abler  props  requires. 

Admits  the  chilling  winds,  and  fwift  defending  fnows. 

Here,  to  forget  the  labours  of  the  day. 

No  more  the  fwains  at  evening  hours  repair. 

But  wandering  flocks  afihme  the  well  known  way 
To  fliun  the  rigours  of  the  midnight  air. 

In  yonder  chamber,  half  to  ruin  gone. 

Once  flood  the  ancient  hcufewife’scurtain’d  bed— 
Timely  the  prudent  matron  has  withdrawn. 

And  each  domeftic  comfort  with  her  fled. 

The  trees,  the  flowers  that  her  own  hands  had  rear’d. 
The  plants,  the  vines  that  were  fo  verdant  feen. 

The  trees,  the  flowers,  the  vines  have  difappear’d. 

And  every  plant  has  vanilh’d  from  the  green. 

So  fits  in  tears  on  wide  Campania’s  plain 
The  ancient  miflrefs  of  a  world  enflav’d 
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That  triumph’d  o’er  the  land,  fubdu’d  the  main. 

And  Time  himfelf  in  her  wild  tranfports  brav’d. 

So  fits  in  tears  on  Paleftina’s  Ihore 
The  Hebrew  town,  of  fplendor  once  divine  —  - 
Her  kings,  her  lords,  her  triumphs  are  no  more  $ 

Slain  are  her  priefts,  and  ruin’d  every  flirine. 

Once  in  the  bounds  of  this  fequefter’d  room 
Perhaps  fome  fwain  nofturnal  court/hip  made. 

Perhaps  fome  Sherlock  mus’d  amid  the  gloom. 

Since  Love  and  Death  forever  feek  the  /hade. 

Perhaps  fome  mifer,  doom’d  to  difcontent, 

Here  counted  o’er  the  heaps  acquir’d  with  pain  : 

He  to  the  dull— his  gold,  on  traffick  fent, 

Shall  ne’er  difgrace  thefe  mouldering  walls  again. 

Nor  /hall  the  glow-worm  fopling,  fun/hine  bred. 

Seek,  at  the  evening  hour,  this  wonted  dome—— 
Time  has  reduc’d  the  fabrick  to  a  /hed 
Scarce  fit  to  be  the  wandering  beggar’s  home. 

And  none  but  I  its  piteous  fate  lament— 

None,  none  but  I  o’er  its  cold  a/hes  mourn. 

Sent  by  the  mufe —  (the  time  perhaps  mis-fpent— ■) 

To  /hed  her  lateft  tears  upon  its  filent  urn. 
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Fa  R  be  the  dull  and  heavy  day 

“  And  toil  and  reftlefs  care  from  me- _ _ 

“  Sorrow  attends  on  loads  of  gold, 

And  kings  are  wretched,  I  am  told  ; 

Soon  from  the  noify  town  remov’d 
To  fuch  wild  feenes  as  Shenftone  lov'd, 

"  Wherc>  fi*t  ^e  lea  fiefs  oaks  between, 

“  Lefs  haughty  grows  the  winter  green, 

“  There,  Night,  will  I  (lock’d  in  thy  arms, 

“  Sweet  goddefs  of  the  fable  charms) 

“  Enjoy  the  dear,  delightful  dreams 
“  That  Fancy  PromPts  by  fylvan  ftreams, 

“  Where  wood-nymphs  walk  their  evening  round. 
And  fairies  haunt  the  moonlight  ground. 

"  Beneath  fome  mountain’s  towering  height 

“  In  ^ttage  low  I  hail  the  night 

“  Where  J°vial  fwains  with  heart  fincere 

“  Welcome  the  new  returning  year  j _ 

Each  tells  a  tale,  or  chants  a  fong 

**  °f  her>  for  whom  he  figh’d  fo  'long, 

Ot  Dolly  fair  or  Delia  coy, 

“  Neglefting  ftiU  her  love-lick  boy— 

Whi  e  near  the  hoary  headed  fage 
<(  Recalls  the  feats  of  youth’s  gay  age, 
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ff  All  that  in  paft  time  e’er  was  feen, 

<(  And  many  a  frolick  on  the  green, 

“  How  champion  he  with  champions  met, 
te  And  fiercely  they  did  combat  it— — 

<f  Or  how,  full  oft  with  horn  and  hound 
t(  They  chac’d  the  deer  the  foreft  round— 

“  The  panting  deer  as  fwiftly  flies, 

“  Yet  by  the  well  aim’d  mufquet  dies  ! 

<c  Thus  pafs  the  evening  hours  away, 
il  Unnotic’d  dies  the  parting  day, 

“  Unmeafur’d  flows  that  happy  juice, 

“  Which  mild  October  did  produce, 

<c  No  furly  fage,  too  frugal  found, 

“  No  niggard  houfewife  deals  it  round, 

<(  But  fwiftas  changing  goblets  pafs 
u  They  blefs  the  virtues  of  the  glafs* 
i(  But  now  the  moon,  exalted  high, 

(t  Adds  luftre  to  the  earth  and  fky, 

“  And  in  the  mighty  ocean’s  glafs 
(t  Admires  the  beauties  of  her  face— • 

((  About  her  orb  you  may  behold 
,c  The  circling  ftars  that  blufh  with  cold— 
i(  But  they  in  brighter  feafons  pleafe, 
iC  Winter  can  find  no  charms  in  thefe, 
t(  While  lefs  ambitious,  we  admire, 
i(  And  more  eftecm  domeftic  Are, 

“  O  could  I  there  a  manfion  And 
f<  Suited  exadlly  to  my  mind, 

“  Near  that  induflrious,  heavenly  train 
'*  Ot  ruflics  honefl:,  neat,  and  plain  $ 
t(  The  days,  the  weeks,  the  years  to  pafs 
“  With  fome  good  natur’d,  longing  lafs, 
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With  her  the  cooling  fpring  to  fip, 

And  feize,  at  will,  her  damafk  lip  j 
I  he  groves,  the  fprings,  the  fhades  divine, 
ec  And  all  Arcadia  fhould  be  mine. 

e-TEEP  me,  deep  me  fome  poppies  deep 
“  In  beecheri  bowl,  to  bring  on  fleep  ; 

Love  hatn  my  foul  in  fetters  bound, 

Tnro  the  dull  night  no  fleep  I  found— 

“  O  gentle  fleep  !  bedow  thy  dreams 

il  Or  fields,  and  woods,  and  murmuring  dreams, 

<c  Deep,  tufted  groves,  and  grottoes  rare, 

“  And  Flora,  charming  Flora,  there. 

Dull  Commerce,  hence,  with  all  thy  train 
({  Or  debts,  and  dues,  and  lofs,  and  gain  — 
u  i  o  hills,  and  groves,  and  purling  dreams, 

To  days  or  eafe,  and  heaven-born  dreams 
(C  While  wifer  Damon  hades  away, 

C{  Should  I  in  this  dull  city  flay, 

(C  Condemn’d  to  death  by  flow  decays 
i:  And  care,  that  clouds  my  brightefl  days  ? 

“  No— by  Silenus'  felf,  I  fwear, 

“  In  rudic  fhades  I’ll  kill  that  care.” 

So  fpoke  Lyfander,  and  in  hade 

•  V 

Kis  clerks  diicharg’d,  his  goods  re-cas’d, 

And  to  the  weftern  foreds  flew 
With  fifty  airy  fchemes  in  view  ; 

His  fhips  were  fet  to  public  fale _ 

But  what  did  all  this  change  avail  ?— 

in  three  fhort  months,  fick  of  the  heavenly  train , 

in  three  fhort  months— he  mov’d  to  town  again. 
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EPITAPH 


\ 


Intended  for  the  Tomb  Stone  of  PATRICK  BAY,  an  Irifh  Sol¬ 
dier  and  Inn-holder,  killed  by  an  ignorant  Phyfician.  1769. 


1.  ^  O  T  Fate  or  Death, -—but  dodtor  Rowe 
Advanc’d  to  give  the  deadly  blow 
That  fraote  me  to  the  ihades  below. 

Had  Death  alone  approach’d  too  nigh, 

Had  Fate  or  Nature  bid  me  die, 

I  muft  have  borne  it  patiently* 

But  to  be  robb’d  of  life  and  eafe 


By  fuch  infernal  quacks  as  thefe, 
And  pay,  befidcs,  their  madejl  fees. 


And  leave  a  world  of  joys  behind  ! 
Doftor,  if  I  may  fpeak  my  mind. 
It  was  not  fair,  it  was  not  kind. 


Now  folks  that  travel  by  this  way 
Pointing  toward  my  tomb,  fhall  fay. 
There  lie  the  bones  of  Patrick  Bay , 

<(  Who  ne’er  a  chearful  glafs  deny’d,— • 


All  force  of  arms  and  grog  defy’d 


Yet  by  a  vile  Jack  Pudding  died  !’* 
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Epitaph  or  Peter  Abelard,' 

FKOM  THE  LATIN. 

Petrus  in  bac  fetr a  latitat ,  quem  mundus  Homcrum 
Clamabaty  fed  jam  sidra  sidus  habent ,  etG. 


P 

X  E  T  E  R  lies  low  beneath  this  humble  /lone 
Whom  mankind  for  a  fecond  Homer  own. 

Great  in  his  fame,  unconquer’d  in  diftrefs, 

But  now  the  ftars  this  brilliant  ftar  pofiefs _ 

He  fhin  d  a  fun  to  illume  the  wits  of  France, 

But  now,  alas  1  the  heavens  have  fnatch’d  him  hence 
And  thus,  fair  Gallia  s  land  is  left  to  moan 
Her  brighteft  fun  to  endlefs  /lumbers  gone. 

He  gain  d  all  knowledge  in  the  reach  of  man. 

And  learn’d  whate’er  the  race  of  mortals  can  3 
Science  by  him  was  from  no  mafter  bought, 

He  conquer’d  artifts  in  the  arts  they  taught  : 

To  Gallia  s  land  a  Socrates  was  he, 

A  Plato  of  the  well  in  him  I  fee. 

Excelling  all  that  e’er  in  logick  fhin’d. 

Our  Ariftotle  of  exalted  mind  ; 

Prince  of  all  genius  on  this  earthly  fphere. 

Of  reafon  piercing,  fubtle,  and  fevere _ 

By  foft  perfuafjon,  that  no  art  can  teach. 

He  gain’d  all  triumphs,  by  thefe  powers  of  fpeech. 

But  now  he  triumphs,  and  furpafies  more 
Than  ever  man  or  angel  did  before  s 


EPITAPH  or  Peter  Aeelaso 


A  monk  of  Cluni  this  great  man  became. 

And  learnt  true  fcience  from  a  Saviour’s  name, 
Where,  ending  well  a  lucklefs  length  of  days. 

No  fage  for  wifdom  e’er  had  greater  praife— 

The  fweeteft  daughter  of  the  blooming  fpring*— 
Sweet  May  to  heaven  our  Abelard  did  wing  !— 
Enough — within  this  tomb,  in  narrow  fpace 
Refts  Peter  Abelard,  in  death’s  embrace. 

Who  conquer’d  arts,  who  made  all  learning  plain# 
And  reach’d  all  knowledge,  mortals  can  attain* 


3* 
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The  DYING  ELM, 


Q 

°  E  T>  lovel7  Elm,  who  here  doft  grow 
Companion  of  unfociai  care, 

Lo  !  thy  dejedhed  branches  die 
■^midft  this  torrid  air— 

Smit  by  the  fun  or  fickly  moon,  . 

Like  fainting  flowers,  that  die  at  noon. 

Thy  withering  leaves,  that  drooping  hang. 
Prefage  thine  end  approaching  nigh. 

And  lo  !  thy  amber  tears  diftil]. 

Attended  with  that  parting  figh— 

O  charming  tree  !  no  more  decline. 

But  be  thy  jbades  and  love-fick  whifpers  mine. 
Forbear  to  die — this  weeping  eve 
Shall  ihed  her  little  drops  on  you. 

Shall  o’er  thy  fad  difafter  grieve. 

And  waih  thy  wounds  with  pearly  dew. 

Shall  pity  you,  and  pity  me. 

And  heal  the  languor  of  my  tree  ! 

Short  is  thy  life,  if  thou  f0  foon  mud  fade 
Like  angry  Jonah’s  gourd  at  Nineveh, 

That  in  a  night  its  bloomy  branches  fpread 
And  peri /li’d  with  the  day.— 

Come,  then,  revive,  fvveet  lovely  Elm,  led- 1 

Thro- vehemence  of  heat,  like  Jonah,  wi(h  to  die. 


I 
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COLUMBUS  to  FERDINAND. 

Written  1770. 

Columbus  was  a  confiderable  number  of  years  engaged  in  folicit- 
ingthe  court  of  Spain  to  fit  him  out*  in  order  to  difcover  a  new 
continent,  which  he  imagined  exifted  fomewhere  in  the  weftern 
parts  of  the  ocean.  During  his  negotiations,  he  is  here  fup- 
pofed  to  addreft  king  Ferdinand  in  the  following  Stanzas. 


IlLUSTRIOUS  monarch  of  Iberia’s  foil,, 

Too  long  I  wait  permifiion  to  depart  5 
Sick  of  delays,  I  beg  thy  iift’ning  ear— — 

Shine  forth  the  patron  and  the  prince  of  art. 

While  yet  Columbus  breathes  the  vital  air. 

Grant  his  requel!  to  pafs  the  weftern  main  : 

Referve  this  glory  for  thy  native  foil. 

And  what  rauft  pleafe  thee  more— for  thy  own  reign. 

Of  this  huge  globe  how  fmali  a  part  we  know— 
Does  heaven  theirworlds  to  weftern  funs  deny  ?— 
How  difproportion’d  to  the  mighty  deep 
The  lands  that  yet  in  human  profpedl  lie  ! 

Does  Cynthia,  when  to  weftern  fkies  arriv’d, 

Spend  her  fweet  beam  upon  the  barren  main. 

And  ne  er  illume  with  midnight  fplendor,  fhe, 

The  natives  dancing  on  the  lightfome  green _ ? 

Should  the  vaft  circuit  of  the  world  contain 
Such  waftes  of  ocean,  and  fuch  fcanty  land  ? — — 


- ' . 
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4°  COLUMBUS  to  FERDINAND. 

'Tis  reafon's  voice  that  bids  me  think  not  Co, 
l  think  more  nobly  of  the  Almighty  hand. 

Does  yon’  fair  lamp  trace  half  the  circle  round 
To  light  the  waves  and  mongers  of  the  Teas 
No — be  there  rauft  beyond  the  billowy  wafte 
Wands,  and  men,  and  animals,  and  trees. 

An  unremitting  flame  my  breafb  infpires 
To  feek  new  lands  amidft  the  barren  waves, 

Y/here  falling  low,  the  fource  of  day  defcends. 

And  the  blue  fea  his  evening  vifage  leaves. 

Hear,  in  his  tragic  lay,  Cordova’s  fage  :  * 

The  time  pall  come,  when  numerous  years  arc  paf. 
The  oeeanjhall  dijfol've  the  bands  of  things , 

And  an  extended  region  rife  at  l ex  ft  - 

“  And  Typhis  (hall  difctofe  the  mighty  land 
Farf  far  away,  where  none  ha*ac  root  d  before  * 

“  Nor (hall  ibe  world's  remoteft  region  be 
U  Gibraltar's  rock ,  or  Thule’s  f  Javage pored' 

Fir  d  at  the  theme,  I  languiih  to  depart. 

Supply  the  barque,  and  bid  Columbus  fail. 

He  tears  no  ftorms  upon  the  untraveli’d  deep  ; 

Reafon  fliall  fteer,  and  Ikiil  difarm  the  gale. 

Nor  does  he  dread  to  lofe  the  intended  courfe, 

Though  far  from  land  the  reeling  galley  Gray, 

*  Seneca  the  poet,  native  of  Cordova  in  Spain. 

+  Suppofed  by  many  to  be  the  Orkney  and  Shetland  Iiles. 
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COLUMBUS  to  FERDINAND 

And  jflcies  above  and  gulphy  Teas  below 
Be  the  foie  obje&s  feen  for  many  a  day. 

Think  not  that  Nature  has  unveil’d  in  vain 
The  myftic  magnet  to  the  mortal  eye, 

So  late  have  we  the  guiding  needle  plann’d 
Only  to  fail  beneath  our  native  Iky  ? 

Ere  this  was  found,  the  ruling  power  of  all 
Found  for  our  ufe  an  ocean  in  the  land, 

Its  breadth  fo  fmall  we  could  not  wander  Ion'?, 

O  / 

Nor  long  be  abfent  from  the  neighbouring  ftrand 


Short  was  the  courfe,  and  guided  by  the  liars. 

But  kars  no  more  fh all  point  our  daring  way  j 
The  Bear  lhall  link,  and  every  guard  be  drown’d, 
And  great  Arfturus  fcarce  efcape  the  fea. 

When  fouthward  we  lhall  fleer — — O  grant  my  with. 

Supply  the  barque,  and  bid  Columbus  fail, 

/  » 

He  dreads  no  tempeks  on  the  untravell’d  deep 
Reafon  lhall  fleer,  and  fiiall  difarm  the  gale. 
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THE 

RISING  GLORY  of  AMERICA. 

Written  1771. 

1  ■■ — - Venient  annis 
S^cula  seris ,  qtubas  oceanus 
ViYicula  rerum  laxet ,  et  ingens 
Text  eat  tellus ,  Typbisque  novos 
Letegat  orbes  7  nec  sit  terris 
Ultima  Thule.— — — — . 

Seneca.  Med.  Ad  HI.  V.  375. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  fubjed  propofed— The  difcavery  of  America  by  Columbus 
A  philofophical  enquiry  into  the  origin  of  the  favages  of 

America - The  firft  planters  from  Europe— — Caufes  of  their 

migration  to  America-— — The  difficulties  they  encountered  from 
thejealoufyofthe  natives— -Agriculture  defcanted  on- _ Com¬ 
merce  and  navigation - Science - Future  profpeds  of  Britiih 

ufurpation,  tyranny,  and  devaftation  on  this  fide  the  Atlantic 
—The  more  comfortable  one  of  Independence,  liberty,  and 
peace* - Conclufion. 


Acafio. 

N 

O  W  fhall  the  adventurous  mufe  attempt  a  ftrain 
More  new,  more  noble,  and  more  flufh  of  fame 
Than  all  that  went  before — 

Now  through  the  veil  of  ancient  days  renew 

The  period  fam’d  when  firft  Columbus  touch’d 

Thefe  fhores  fo  long  unknown — through  various  toils. 


N.  B.  This  Poem  is  a  little  altered  from  the  original,  (publiffied 
in  Philadelphia  in  1772)  fuch  partsbeing  only  infertedhere  as  were 
written  by  the  author  of  theie  Volumes.  A  few  more  modern 
lines  towards  the  a  nclufion  are  incorporated  with  the  reft,  being 
a  fuppofed  prophetical  anticipation  of  fubfequent  events. 
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Famine,  and  death,  the  hero  forc’d  his  way. 

Thro’  oceans  pregnant  with  perpetual  dorms, 

And  climates  hodile  to  advent’rous  man. 

But  why,  to  prompt  your  tears,  diould  we  refume 
The  tale  of  Cortex ,  furious  chief,  ordain’d 
With  Indian  blood  to  dye  the  fands,  and  choak. 

Fam’d  Mexico ,  thy  dreams  with  dead  ?  or  why 
Once  more  revive  the  tale  fo  oft  rehears’d 
Or  Atabilipa ,  by  third  of  gold, 

(All  conquering  motive  in  the  human  bread) 

Depriv  d  of  life,  which  not  Peru' s  rich  ore 
Nor  Mexico's  vad  mines  could  then  redeem  ? 

Better  thefe  northern  realms  demand  our  fong 
Defign’d  by  nature  for  the  rural  reign, 

ror  agriculture’s  toil. — No  blood  we  died 

\ 

For  metals  buried  in  a  rocky  wade. 

Curs’d  be  that  ore,  which  brutal  makes  mankind, 

And  prompts  mankind  to  died  a  brother’s  blood. 

Eugenio . 

But  whence  arofe 

That  vagrant  race  who  love  the  diady  vale. 

And  choofe  the  fored  for  their  dark  abode 
*  For  long  has  this  perplext  the  fages  /kill 
1  o  invedigate. -r Tradition  feems  to  hide 
The  mighty  fecret  from  each  mortal  eye, 

Row  fird  tnefe  various  nations,  north  and  fouth, 
Polled  thefe  diores,  or  from  what  countries  came.™. 
Whether  they  fprang  from  fome  primaeval  head 
In  iheir  own  lands,  like  Adam  in  the  ead,-— 

\  et  this  the  facred  oracles,  deny, 

Andreafon,  too,  reclaims  againd  the  thought  : 

For  when  die  general  deluge  drown’d  the  world 
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Where  could  their  tribes  have  found  fecurity, 

Where  find  their  fate,  but  in  the  ghaftly  deep  ?— 

«  Unle^s>  as  others  dream,  fome  chofen  few 
High  on  the  Andes  heap’d  the  general  death, 
on  the  Andes,  wrapt  in  endiefs  fnow, 

Where  winter  in  his  wildeft  fury  reigns. 

And  Subtle  ether  fcarce  our  life  maintains.— 
tout  here  Philofophers  oppofe  the  fcheme  ; 

This  earth,  fay  they,  nor  hills  nor  mountains  knew 
tore  yet tae  univerfal  flood  prevail’d  j 
But  when  the  mighty  waters  refe  aloft. 

Rous’d  by  the  winds  they  /hook  their  folid  bate. 

And,  in  convulflons,  tore  the  delug’d  world, 

'1  ill  by  the  winds  aflTuag’d,  again  they  fell. 

And  all  their  ragged  bed  expos’d  to  view. 

Perhaps  far  wandering  toward  the  northern  pole 
The  f  reights  of  Zembla,  and  the'frozen  zone. 

And  where  the  eaflern  Greenland  almofl:  joins 

America  s  north  point,  the  hardy  tribes 

Of  bani/h’d  Jews,  Siberians,  Tartars  wild 

Come  over  icy  mountains,  or  on  floats 

-F  irft  reach  d  tbeie  coafts,  hid  from  the  world  beflde.— 

And  yet  anotner  argument  more  flranne, 

Referv’d  for  men  of  deeper  thought,  and  late, 

Prefents  itfelf  to  view  : — In  Peleg's  *  days , 

(So  fays  the  Hebrew  feer’s  unerring  pen) 

This  mighty  mafs  of  earth,  this  folid  globe 
Was  cleft  in  twain, — divided  eafl:  and  weft, 

While  ftraight  between,  the  deep  Atlantic  roll’d,- 
And- traces  indifputable  remain 
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Of  this  primaeval  land,  now  funk  and  loft.— 

The  iflands  riling  in  our  eaftern  main 
Are  but  fmail  fragments  of  this  continent. 

Whole  two  extremities  were  Newloundland 
And  St.  Helena. — One  far  in  the  north, 

Where  lhivering  featnen  view  with  ftrange  furprizc 
The  guiding  pole-ftar  glittering  o’er  their  heads  j 
The  other  near  the  fouthern  tropic  rears 
Its  head  above  the  waves — Bermudas’  ides. 

Cape  Verd,  Canary,  Britain,  and  the  Azores, 
With  fam’d  Plibernia,  are  but  broken  parts 
Of  fome  prodigious  wade,  which  once  luftainM 
Nations  and  tribes  of  vanilh’d  memory, 

Forefts,  and  towns,  and  beafts  of  every  clafs, 
Where  navies  now  explore  their  briny  way. 

Leandcr . 

Your  fophiftry,  Eugenio,  makes  me  fmile  : 

The  roving  mind  of  man  delights  to  dwell 
On  hidden  things  merely  becaule  they’re  hid  : 

He  thinks  his  knowledge  far  beyond  all  limit, 

And  boldly  fathoms  nature’s  darkeft  haunts - — 

But  for  uncertainties,  your  broken  iiles, 

Your  northern  Tartars,  and  your  wandering  Jews, 
(The  flimfy  cobwebs  of  a  fophift’s  brain) 

Hear  what  the  voice  of  hiitory  proclaims— 

The  Carthaginians,  ere  the  Roman  yoke 
B:oke  their  proud  fpirits,  and  enfiav’d  them  too, 
For  navigation  were  renown’d  as  much 
Asbau-hty  Tyre  with  all  her  hundred  fleets  , 

I  ull  many  a  league  their  vent’rous  feamen  fail’d 
i  hro’  ftreight  Gibraltar,  down  the  weftern  ftiore 
Of  Africa,  to  the  Canary  iiies 


By  them  call'd  Fortunate  ;  fo  FJaccus  * 

Becaufc  eternal  fp ring  there  clothes  the  fields’ 

And  fruits  delicious  bloom  throughout  the  year,— 
From  voyaging  here,  this  inference  I  draw. 
Perhaps  home  barque  with  ail  her  numerous  crew 
Falling  to  leeward  of  her  defin’d  port. 

Caught  by  the  eaftern  trcde,  was  hurried  on 
Before  the  unceafing  blaft  to  Indian  iiies, 

Brazd,  La  Plata,  or  thexoafcs  more  foutk— 
Tnere  ftranded,  and  unable  to  return, 

Forever  from  their  native  ikies  chang'd 
Doubtlefs  they  made  thefc  virgin  climes  their  ow% 
An.  m  the  courfe  of  long  revolving  years 
A  numerous  progmy  from  thefe  arofe. 

And  fpread  throughout  the  coafls-thofe  whom  we  < 
Brazilians,  Mexicans,  Peruvians  rich, 

1  he  tribes  of  Chili,  Patagon,  and  thofe 
Wh°  m  ihcres  of  Amazonia’s  feam. 

VV  hea  firft  the  PQWers  of  Europe  here  attain’d 
Vaft  emPires>  kingdom*,  cities,  paJaces 

And  Polifll>d  lock’d  the  fertile  land. 

V*  no  has  not  heard  of  Cufco,  Lima,  and 

The  town  of  Mexico-huge  citi  es  form’d 
From  Europe’s  architefiure  5  ere  the  arms 

Or  haughty  Spain  difturbM  the  peaceful  foil.- _ 

But  hire,  amid  this  northern  dark  domain 
No  towns  were  feen  to  rife — No  arts  were  here  ; 
The  tribes  unfeiUM  to  raife  the  lofty  ma|y. 

Or  force  the  daring  prow  thro'  advene  waves, 

Gaz  d  on  the  pregnant  foil,  and  crav’d  alone 
Life  from  the  unaided  genius  of  the  ground,' _ 

*  Hoc.  EptwL  *6, 
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This  indicates  they  were  a  different  race  j 
From  whom  defcended  ’tis  not  ours  to  fay— 

That  power,  no  doubt,  who  furnifh’d  trees,  and  plants, 
And  animais,  to  this  vaft  continent, 

Spoke  into  being  man  among  the  reft, 

But  what  a  change  is  here  !— what  arts  arife  ! 

What  towns  and  capitals  !  how  commerce  waves 
Her  gaudy  flags,  where  filence  reign’d  before  1 

Acajio. 

Speak,  my  Eugenio,  for  I’ve  heard  you  tell 
Thedifmal  hiftory,  and  the  caufe  that  brought 
The  firft  adventurers  to  thefe  weftern  fhores  j 
The  glorious  caufe  that  urg’d  our  fathers  firft 
To  vifit  dimes  unknown,  and  wilder  woods 
Than  e’er  Tartarian  or  Norwegian  faw. 

And  with  fair  culture  to  adorn  that  foil 
Which  never  felt  the  induftrious  fwain  before. 

Eugenio , 

All  this  long  ftory  to  rehearfe,  would  tire, 

Befides,  the  fun  toward  the  wreft  retreats, 

Nor  can  the  nobleft  theme  retard  his  fpeed. 

Nor  loftieft  verfe — not  that  which  fang  the  fail 
Of  Troy  divine,  and  fierce  Achilles  ire. 

Yet  hear  a  part  : — By  perfecution  wrong’d, 

And  facerdotal  rage,  our  fathers  came 
From  Europe’s  hoftile  fhores  to  thefe  abodes, 

Here  to  enjoy  a  liberty  in  faith , 

Secure  from  tyranny  and  bafe  controul. 

For  this  they  left  their  country  and  their  frlencis, 

And  dar’d  the  Atlantic  wave  in  queft  of  peace  5 
And  found  new  fhores,  and  fylvan  fettlements, 

And  men,  alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 


hence,  by  the  care  of  each  advent’rous  chief 
New  governments  (their  wealth  uner.vied  yet) 
Were  form'd  on  liberty  and  virtue’s  plan.  ' 

Ihefe  fearcbmg  out  uncultivated  trails 
Conceiv'd  new  plans  of  towns,  and  capitals, 

And  fpacious  provinces- Why  Ihould  I  name 
Thee,  Penn,  the  Solon  of  our  we  Hern  lands  ; 
Sagacious  leginator,  whom  the  world 
Admires,  and  mourns  :  an  infant  colony, 

Nurs’d  by  thy  care,  now  rifes  o’er  the  reil 
Like  that  tall  Pyramid  in  Egypt’s  wade 
O’er  all  thy  neighbouring  piles,  they  alfo  great. 
Why  Ihould  I  name  thefe  heroes  fo  well  known, 
Wno  peopled  all  the  reil  from  Canada  ' 

To  Georgia’s  fartheft  coafts.  Well  Florida, 

Or  Apaiachian  mountains  ?— Yet  what  dreams 
Of  blood  were  /hed  !  what  Indian  hods  were  fain. 
Eefore  thefe  days  of  peace  were  quite  redor’d  ! 

Leander. 

Yes,  while  they  overturn’d  the  rugged  foil 

And  fwept  the  forefts  from  the  /haded  plain 
’Midd  dangers>  foes>  and  death)  fierce  Ind.an  tri) 

w,tn  vengeful  malice  arm’d,  and  black  defign. 

Oft  murder’d  or  difpers’d  thefe  colonies _ 

Encourag’d,  too,  by  Gallia’s  hoftile  fons, 

A  warlike  race,  who  late  their  arms  difplay’d 
At  Quebec,  Montreal,  and  farthed  coads 
Of  Labrador,  or  Cafe  Breton,  where  now 
The  Britiih  dandard  awes  the  fubjefl  hod. 

Here,  thofe  brave  chiefs,  who,  lavifli  of  their  blooi 
Fought  in  Britannia’s  caufe,  in  battle  fell  !_ 

What  heart  but  mourns  the  untimely  fate  of  Wolfe, 
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Who,  dying,  conquer’d  ! — or  what  bread  but  beats 
To  {hare  a  fate  like  his,  and  die  like  him  ! 

Ac  aft  o . 

But  why  alone  commemorate  the  dead. 

And  pafs  thefe  glorious  heroes  by,  who'yet 
Breatne  tne  fame  air,  and  fee  the  light  with  us  ?— => 
The  dead,  Leander,  are  but  empty  names, 

And  they  who  fall  to-day  the  fame  to  us 
As  they  who  fell  ten  centuries  ago—  ! 

Loft  are  they  all  that  fhin’d  on  earth  before  5 
Rome  s  boldeft  champions  in  the  duft  are  laid, 

Ajax  and  great  Achilles  are  no  more, 

And  Philip's  warlike  fon,  an  empty  fhade  ! — — 

A  W  ashincton  among  our  fons  of  fame 
vVe  boaft — confpicuous  as  the  morning  ftar 
Among  the  inferior  lights — — 

To  diftant  wilds  Virginia  fent  him  forth—  [iy  r 
With  her  brave  fons  he  gallantly  oppos’d 
The  bold  invaders  of  his  country’s  rights, 

Where  wild  Ohio  pours  the  mazy  flood. 

And  mighty  meadows  Ikirt  thefe  fubjed:  ftreams.— 
But  new,  delighting  in  his  elm  tree’s  fhadec 
Where  deep  Potowmac  laves  the  enchanting  fliore. 
He  prunes  the  tender  vine,  or  bids  the  foil 
Luxuriant  harvefts  to  the  fun  difplay.— . 

Behold  a  different  feene — notthus  employ’d 
Were  Cortez  and  Pizarro>  pride  of  Spain, 

Whom  blood  and  murder  only  fatisfy’d. 

And  all  to  glut  ambition  ! — _ _ 

Eupenio. 

O  * 

Such  is  the  curfe,  Acafto,  where  the  foul 
Humane  is  wanting— but  we  boaft  no  feats 
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Of  cruelty  like  Europe’s  murdering  breed— 

Our  milder  epithet  is  merciful, 

And  each  Ameiican,  truehearted,  learns 
To  conquer,  and  to  fpare  3  for  coward  fouls 
Alone  feek  vengeance  on  a  vanqui fir’d  foe. 

Gold,  fatal  gold,  was  the  alluring  bait 
To  Spain  s  rapacious  tribe— hence  rofe  the  wars 
From  Chili  to  the  Caribbean. fea, 

And  Montezuma’s  Mexican  domains  : 

Afore  bleft  are  we,  with  whofe  unenvied  foil 
Nature  decreed  no  mingling  gold  to  fhine, 

No  flaming  oiamond,  precious  emerald. 

No  blufhing  fapphire,  ruby,  chryfalite, 

O*  jci.per  red — -more  noble  riches  flow 
From  agriculture,  and  the  induflrious  fwain, 

Who  tills  the  fertile  vale,  or  mountain’s  brow. 
Content  to  lead  a  fafe,  a  humble  life 
Among  his  native  hills,  romantic  fhades 
Such  as  the  Mufe  of  Greece  of  old  did  feign. 

Allur’d  the  Olympian  gods  from  chryftal  Ikies, 
Envying  fuch  lovely  fcenes  to  mortal  man, 

Leander . 

Long  has  the  rural  life  been  juflly  fam’d. 

And  bards  of  old  their  pleafing  pictures  drew 
Of  flowery  meads,  and  groves,  and  gliding  ftreams  : 
Hence,  old  Arcadia — wood-nymphs,  fatyrs,  fwains 
And  hence  Elyfium,  fancied  heaven  below  !— 

•  Fair  agriculture,  not  unworthy  kings, 

Once  exercis’d  the  royal  hand,  or  thofe 
Whofe  virtues  rais’d  them  to  the  rank  of  gods. 

See  old  Laertes  *  in  his  Ihepherd  weeds 

*  Horn.  OdyfT.  B,  24, 


5? 


The  Risinc  Glory  of  AMERICA. 

Far  from  his  pompous  throne  and  court  auguft. 
Digging  the  grateful  foil,  where  round  him  rife. 

Son?  of  the  earth,  the  tall  afpiring  oaks, 

Or  orchards  boafling  of  more  fertile  boughs, 

Laden  with  apples  red,  fweet  fcented  peach. 

Pear,  cherry,  apricot,  or  fpungy  plumb  ; 

While  through  the  glebe  the  induftrious  oxen  draw 
-l  he  ear tn-inverting  piough.— —  I  hofe  Romans  too, 
Fabricius  and  Camillus,  lov’d  a  life 
Of  neat  fimplicity  and  ruftic  blifs. 

And  from  the  noify  Forum  haftening  far. 

From  bufy  camps,  and  fycochants,  and  crowns, 
’Midft  woods  and  fields  fpent  the  remains  of  life. 
Which  full  enjoyment  only  finds  for  fools. 

hlow  grateful,  to  behold  the  harveflrs  rife. 

And  mighty  crops  adorn  the  extended  plains  !— 
hair  plenty  fmiles  throughout,  while  lowing  herds 
Stalk  o’er  the  fhrubby  hill  or  grafTy  mead. 

Or  at  fome  fhallow  river  flake  their  third.  •— _ - 

The  inclofure  now  fucceeds  the  fliepherd’s  care, 

\  et  milk-white  flocks  adorn  the  well  flock’d  farm. 
And  court  tne  attention  of  the  induftrious  fwain— 
Iheir  fleece  rewards  him  well  j  and  when  the  winds 
Blow  with  a  keener  blaft,  and  from  the  north 
Pour  mingled  tempefts  through  a  funlefs  flcv 
(ice,  fleet,  and  rattling  hail)  fecure  he  fits 
Warm  in  his  cottage,  fearlefs  of  the  dorm. 

Enjoying  now  the  toils  of  milder  moons, 

Yet  hoping  for  the  fpring - —Such  are  the  joys. 

And  fuch  the  toils  of  thofe  whom  heaven  hath  blefs’d 
With  fouls  enamour’d  of  a  country  life, 

i  ' 


AcaJlo» 

such  arc  the  vilions  of  the  ruftic  reign— 

But  this  alone,  the  fountain  of  fupport, 

Would  fcarce  employ  the  varying  mind  of  man  ; 

Each  feeks  employ,  and  each  a  different  way  : 

Strip  Commerce  of  her  fail,  and  men  once  more 

Would  be  converted  into  favages _ 

N°  nation  e’er  grew  focial  and  refin’d 

Till  Commerce  firft  had  wing’d  the  adventurous  prow. 
Or  fentthe  fiow-pac’d  caravan  afar. 

To  waft  their  produce  to  fome  other  clime, 

And  bring  the  wilh’d  exchange - thus  came,  of  old, 

Golconda's  golden  ore,  and  thus  the  wealth 
Ot  Ophir  to  the  wifeft  of  mankind. 


Eugenio . 

Great  is  the  praife  of  commerce,  and  the  men 
Deferve  our  praife,  who  fpread  the  undaunted  fail. 
And  traverfe  every  fe a— their  dangers  great, 
i-Aatn  /till  to  combat  in  the  unfeeling  gale, 

And  every  billow  but  a  gaping  grave  :* _ 

There,  ikies  and  waters,  wearying  on  the  eye. 

Tor  weeks  and  months  no  other  profpedl  yield 
But  barren  waftes,  unfathom’d  depths,  where  not 
The  bleisiul  haunt  of  human  form  is  feen 


I  o  chear  the  unfocial  horrors  of  the  wav——— 

J 

Yet  all  thefe.  bold  defigns  to  Science  owe 

Their  rife  and  glory - Hail,  fair  Science  !  thou, 

Tranfplanted  from  the  eaftern  fkies,  doft  bloom 


In  thefe  blefi  regions — —Greece  and  Rome  no 
Detain  the  Mufes  on  Citharon's  brow 
Or  old  Olympus ,  crown’d  with  waving  woods. 
Or  II ee  mu  s'  top,  where  once  was  heard  the  harp 
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Sweet  Orpheus'  harp,  that  gain’d  his  caufe  below, 

And  pierc’d  the  heart  of  Orcus  and  his  bride  j 
That  huih’d  to  filence  by  its  voice  divine 
Thy  melancholy  waters,  and  the  gales 

O  Hear  us  !  that  o’er  thy  fad  furface  blow.- - 

No  name  the  maids  round  Alpheush waters  ftray. 

Where  be  wuh  Arethuja  s  wave  doth  mix. 

Or  where  fwift  cl  iter  dilembogues  his  waves 
Into  the  Italian  lea,  fo  long  unlung  j 
Hither  they  wing  their  way,  the  iaft  the  beft 
Of  countries,  where  the  arts  fhall  rife  and  grow. 

And  arms  lhall  have  their  day— Even  now  we  boalt 
A  Franklin ,  prince  of  ail  phiiofophy, 

A  genius  piercing  as  theeledlric  lire. 

Bright  as  the  lightning’s  flalh,  explain’d  fo  well 

By  him,  the  rival  of  Britannia’s  fage  *. - - 

This  is  a  land  of  every  joyous  found. 

Of  liberty  and  life,  fweet  liberty  ! 

Without  whofe  aid  the  nobleft  genius  fails. 

And  Science  irretrievably  mult  are. 

Leander. 

But  come,  Eugenio,  fince  we  know  the  paft— — 

What  hinders  to  pervade  witn  fearcning  eye 
The  myftic  fcenes  of  dark  Futurity  ! 

Say,  lhall  we  alk  what  empires  yet  mult  rife. 

What  kingdoms,  powers  and  states,  where  now  are 
Mere  dreary  waftes  and  awful  folitude,  [feen 

Where  melancholy  fits,  with  eye  forlorn. 

And  t-n  nticipates,  wnen  w?  ndil  l'pread 
Dominion  from  the  north,  and  fouth,  and  welt. 


*  Newton. 


g  Glory 


of  AMERICA. 
Far  from  the  Atlantic  to  Pacific  ftores, 

And  ftackle  half  the  convex  of  the  main  • _ 

A  glorious  theme  --but  how  ftall  mortals  dare 

-  o  pierce  the  darkevents  of  future  years 
And  fcenes  uniavel,  only  known  to  fate  ? 

Ac  aft  o. 

This  might  we  do,  if  warm’d  by  that  bright  coal 
Snatcn  d  from  the  altar  of  cherubic  fire 
Which  touch’d  Ifaiah’s  lips— or  of  the  fpirit 
[  Jeremy  and  Amos,  prophets  old. 

Might  fwell  the  heaving  bread - - - j  fee>  j  fee 

„  '  Ufand  kingdonis  rais’d,  cities,  and  men, 
-nmerous  as  fand  upon  the  ocean  ft ore 

Ihe  Ohio  foonihall  glide  by  many  a  town 

-  no.e  ;  and  where  the  Miffifippi  ftream, 

)’  orefts  lhaded,  now  runs  weeping  on 

Nat^ftall  grow,  and  sTAT£s  „ot  Js 

O^an  Greece  and  Rome  of  old  l-we  too  fhall  bead 
lexanders,  Pompeys,  heroes,  Ws 

Tnat  in  the  womb  of  time  yet  dormant  lie’ 

a-^-ng  the  joyous  hour  of  life  and  light _ . 

fnatch  me  hence,  ye  mufes,  to  thofe  days 
V.,e„  through  the  veil  of  dark  antiquity 
ur  ions  ftall  hear  of  us  as  things  remote, 

hat  Moffom’d  in  the  morn  ofdays _ -Ala-  ' 

How  could  I  weep  that  we  were  born  fo  foil,' 

]»a  in  the  dawning  of  thefe  mighty  times, 
en  fcenes  are  pregnant  with  eternity  ' 

Detentions  that  ftall  fwell  the  trump  of  fame 
And  rum  brooding  o’er  one  monarchy  ! 
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Eugenio . 

Norfhall  thefe  angry  tumults  here  fublide 
Nor  murders  *  ceafe,  through  all  thefe  Provinces, 
Till  foreign  crowns  have  vanifh’d  from  our  view 
And  dazzle  here  no  more — — no  more  prefume 
To  awe  the  fpirit  of  fair  Liberty- — — 

Vengeance  fhall  cut  the  thread— -and  Britain,  fure, 
Willcurfe  her  fatal  obftinacy  for  it  ! 

Bent  on  the  ruin  of  this  injur’d  country, 

She  will  not  liften  to  our  humble  prayers, 

Though  offer’d  with  fubmiflion. 

Like  vagabonds,  and  objects  of  defbrudiion, 

Like  thofe  whom  all  mankind  are  fworn  to  hate, 
She  cafls  us  off  from  her  protection, 

And  will  invite  the  nations  round  about. 

Ruffians  and  Germans,  flaves  and  favages. 

To  come  and  have  a  fliare  in  our  perdition— =— 

O  cruel  race,  O  unrelenting  Britain, 

Who  bloody  beafts  will  hire  to  cut  our  throats. 

Who  war  will  wage  with  prattling  innocence, 

And  bafely  murder  unoffending  women  !— — 

Will  ftao  their  prifoners  when  they  cry  for  quarter, 
Wiil  burn  our  towns,  and  from  his  lodging  turn 
The  poor  inhabitant  to  fleep  in  tempefts  ! — — 

'I  hefe  will  be  wrongs;  indeed,  and  all  fufficient 
1  o  kindle  up  our  fouls  to  deeds  of  horror, 

And  give  to  every  arm  the  nerves  of  Sampfon — 

Fhele  are  the  men  that  fill  the  world  with  ruin, 

And  every  region  mourns  their  greedy  fwav, 

Nor  only  for  ambition  —  ..  - 


*  T,c  maffacreat  Bofton,  March  jth,  1770,  is  here  more  pa!*® 
ticularly  glanced  at. 
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But  what  are  this  world’s  goods,  that  they  for  them 
should  exercife  eternal  butchery  ? 

What  are  thefe  mighty  riches  we  poffefs. 

That  they  fhcmld  fend  fo  far  to  finger  them—  ?— 
Already  have  we  felt  their  potent  arm— 

And  ever  fince  that  inaufpicious  day. 

When  firft  Sir  Francis  Bernard 
His  canons  planted  at  the  council  door , 

And  made  the  afTembly  room  a  home  for  trumpets. 
And  fblaiers  rank  and  file— e’er  fince  that  day 
This  wretched  land,  that  drinks  its  children’s  gore. 
Has  been  a  fcene  of  tumult  and  confufion—  ! 

Are  there  not  evils  in  the  world  enough  ? 

Are  we  fo  happy  that  they  envy  us  ? 

Have  we  not  toil’d  to  fatisfy  their  Harpies, 

King’s  deputies,  that  are  infatiable  ; 

Whofe  practice  is  to  incenfe  the  royal  mind. 

And  make  us  defpicable  in  his  view  ?— 

Have  we  not  all  the  evils  to  contend  with 
That,  in  this  life,  mankind  are  fubjed  to. 

Pain,  ficknefs,  poverty,  and  natural  death— 

But  into  every  wound  that  nature  gave 

They  wiil  a  dagger  plunge,  and  make  them  mortal! 

Leander . 

Enough,  enough— fuch  difmal  fcenes  you  paint, 

I  almoft  fhudder  at  the  recolledion _ 

What,  are  they  dogs  that  they  would  mangle  us  ?— 
To  brighter  Ikies  I  turn  my  raviih’d  view. 

And  fairer  profpeds  from  the  future  draw—  • 

Here  independent  power  fhall  hold  her  fway, 

And  public  virtue  warm  the  patriot  breaft  : 

No  traces  lhall  remain  of  tyranny. 
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And  laws,  a  pattern  to  the  world  befide 
Be  here  enacted  fird.— — - _ 

Ac  aft  o. 

And  when  a  train  of  rolling  years  are  pad, 

(So  fung  the  exil’d  leer  in  Patmos  ifle) 

A  new  Jerufalem,  fent  down  from  heaven, 

Shall  grace  our  happy  earth— perhaps  this  land, 
Whofe  ample  bread  lhall  then  receive,  tho’  late, 
-Myiiads  oi  faints,  with  their  immortal  kine, 

A  o  live  and  reign  on  earth  a  thoufand  years, 
Tnence  called  Millennium ,  Paradife  anew 
Snail  dourilh,  by  no  fecond  Adam  loft. 

No  dangerous  tree  with  deadly  fruit  lhall  grow. 
No  tempting  ferpent  to  allure  the  foul 
From  natiVe  innocence.— -A  Canaan  here. 
Another  Canaan  lhall  excel  the  old. 

And  from  a  fairer  Pifgab't  top  be  feen. 

N°  thiflJe  here>  nor  thorn,  nor  briar  lhall  fptin- 
Barth’s  curfe  before  :  The  lion  and  the  lamb 

la  mutual  frienddrip  link’d,  lhall  browfe  the  dumb 
And  tim’rous  deer  with  foften’d  tygers  dray 
O’er  mead,  or  lofty  hill,  or  grady  plain  : 

Another  Jordan’s  dream  lhall  glide  along. 

And  Siloah’s  brook  in  circling  eddies  flow  : 

Groves  lhall  adorn  their  verdant  banks,  on  which* 
1  lle  haPPy  Pe°ple,  free  from  toils  and  death, 

Shall  find  fecure  repofe.  No  fierce  difeafe. 

No  severs,  flow  confumption,  ghaftly  plague, 
(D^ai.,  s  ancient  miniflers)  again  procla  m 
Perpetual  war  with  man  :  Fair  fruits  (hall  bloom, 
an  .o  tile  eve  and  grateful  to  the  tafte  ; 

Nature’s  loud  ftreams  be  huflr'd,  and  fea’s  no  more 
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Rage  hoftile  to  mankind— -and,  worfe  than  all. 
The  fiercer  paflions  of  the  human  brea/1 
Shall  kindle  up  to  deeds  of  death  no  more, 

But  all  fubfide  in  univerfal  peace. _ 

Such  days  the  world. 

And  fuch,  America,  thou  firft  /halt  have. 
When  ages,  yet  to  come,  have  run  their  round. 
And  future  years  of  blifs  alone  remain. 


\ 


-■ 


RETIRE  M  E  N  T. 


Hermit’s  houfe  befide  a  flream 


With  forefts  planted  round. 
Whatever  it  to  you  may  feem 
More  real  happincfs  I  deem 
Than  if  I  were  a  monarch  crown’d* 


/ 


A  cottage  I  could  call  my  own 
Remote  from  domes  of  care  ; 

A  little  garden,  wall’d  with  ftone. 

The  wall  with  ivy  overgrown, 

A  limpid  fountain  near. 

Would  more  fubftantial  joys  afford, 

More  real  blifs  impart 
Than  all  the  wealth  that  mifers  hoard, 
Than  vanquifh’d  worlds,  or  worlds  refto  r’d 
Mere  cankers  of  the  heart  J 

Vain  foolifh  man  !  how  vaft  thy  pride, 

How  little  can  thy  wants  fupply  ! . 

’Tis  furely  wrong  to  grafp  fo  wide—— 

We  act  as  if  we  only  had 
To  triumph — not  to  die  ! 
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DISC  O  V  E  R  Y 


Written  i772. 


St 


^  IX  thoufand  years  in  thefe  dull  regions  pafs*d, 

1  tlme>  Ir°u,]1  we  knew  their  bounds  at  laid. 
Knew  to  what  ikies  our  fetting  ftars  retire, 

■And  where  the  wint’ry  funs  expand  their  five  j 
Nvhat  land  to  land  protra&s  the  varied  fcene. 

And  where  extended  oceans  roll  between  ; 

Av  hat  worlds  exift  beneath  aniar&ic  ikies, 

And  from  Pacific  waves  what  verdant  iilands  rife. 

In  vain  did  nature  fhore  from  ihore  divide, 

Au  form’d  a  paffage  and  her  waves  defy’d  : 
vAicn  ms  bold  plan  the  mailer  pilot  drew  \ Columbus 

Diflever’d  worlds  ftept  forward  at  the  view, 

Ai.-^  1  evening  ftill  the  intervening  fpace 
Difclos’d  new  millions  of  the  human  race. 

I  rcud  even  of  toil,  fuccee^ing  ages  join’d 
New  leas  to  vanquiih,  and  new  worlds  to  find  j 
Each  following  each  ftill  farther  from  the  Ihore 
1‘ound  fome  new  wonder  that  was  hid  before, 

1  ill  launch  d  at  length,  with  avarice  doubly  bold, 

Their  hearts  expanding  as  the  world  grew  old, 

Some  to  be  rich  and  fome  to  be  renown’d, 

1 e  eartn  they  rifled,  and  explor’d  it  round. 

Ambitious  Europe,  poliih’d  in  thy  pride, 

Thine.was  thwart  that  toil  to  toil  ally’d/ 

Thme  was  the  gift  to  trace  each  heavenly  fphere 
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And  feize  their  beams  to  ferve  amb  tion  here  : 

Hence,  fierce  Pizarro  ft  ek’d  a  wo. Id  with  graves. 
Hence  IVLontcxurna  left  a  race  of  Haves- 
Which  project  luited  beft  with  heaven’s  decree, 

To  force  new  doctrines,  or  to  leave  them  free  ?- 
Religion  only  feign’ d  to  claim  a  ftiare. 

Their  riches,  not  their  fouls,  employ’d  thy  care- 
Alas  !  how  few  of  all  that  daring  train 
That  feck  new  worlds  embofom’d  in  the  main. 

How  few  have  fail’d  on  virtue’s  nobler  plan. 

How  few  with  motives  worthy  of  a  man  !— — 

"While  through  the  deep-fca  waves  we  faw  them  go 
Where’er  they  found  a  man  they  made  a  ioe  j 
Superior  only  by  fuperior  art, 

Forgot  the  foci al  virtues  of  the  heart, 

Forgetting  ftill,  where’er  they  madly  ran, 

That  facred  friendship  binds  mankind  to  man. 

Fond  of  exerting  power,  untimely  Ihewn, 

The  momentary  triumph  all  their  own  l 
Met  on  the  wrecks  and  ravages  of  time. 

They  left  no  native  mafter  of  his  clime. 

His  trees,  his  towns  with  harden’d  front  they  claim. 
Seize  his  dear  country  in  feme  tyrant’s  name, 

And  force  the  oath,  that  binds  him  to  obey 
Some  prince  unknown,  ten  thoufand  leagues  away. 

Slaves  to  their  paftions,  man’s  imoerious  race 

<  • 

Torn  for  contention,  find  no  refting  place. 

And  the  vain  mind,  bewilder’d  and  perplext, 

Makes  this  world  wretched  to  enjoy  the  r.rxt. 
h  ir  d  of  the  feenes  that  nature  made  their  own 
They  -we  to  conquer  what  remains  unknown  $ 
Avarice  undaunted  claims  vvhate’er  fiae  lees, 
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DISCOVERY. 

uriroums  eaith  s  circle,  and  foregoes  alieafe  : 
Religion,  bolder,  fends  fome  /acred  chief 
-1  o  bend  the  nations  to  her  own  belief ; 

To  their  vain  ftandard  Europe’s  fons  invite, 

Vho  claim  it  as  their  due  to  think  aright. 

Behold  their  varied  tribes,  in  proud  applaufc.  ' 

Firft  in  religion,  liberty  and  laws. 

And,  while  they  bow  to  cruelty  and  blood, 

C  ondemn  the  Indian  wiih  his  milder  god _ - 

Ah,  race  to  juftice,  truth,  and  honour  blind. 

Are  thy  conviOons  to  convert  mankind—  ( 

Vain  pride  convince  them  that  thine  own  are  juft, 

C\  leave  them  happy  as  you  found  them  firft. 

.„WHAT  Charirris  fee»  *ro’  Europe’s  realms  of  ftrife 
*  hat  adds  ne*  b  Idlings  to  the  favage  life  ? 

On  them  warno/Tuns  with  equal  fplendor  fame, 

Ana  each  dSmeftic  pleafure  equals  thine, 

1  heir  native  gWs  a  happier  bloom  di  fplay. 

As  felf- contented  roll  their  lives  away, 

Ano  the  gay  foul,  in  fancy’s  vifions  ble  11, 

Leaves  to  the  care  of  chance  her  heaven  of  reft _ _ 

T/hat  are  thefe  arts  that  rife  on  reafon’s  plan 
Rut  arts  deftru &/ve  to  the  blifsof  man  ? 

V/hat  are  thefe  wars,  where’er  the  tracks  you  trace, 

Lut  the  fad  records  of  our  world’s  difgrace  ? 

Eeafon  degraded  from  her  tottering  throne. 

And  precepts,  call’d  divine,  obferv’d  by  none. 

Blest  in  their  diftance  from  that  bloody  feene, 

•"  V  hy  fpread  the  fail  to  pafs  the  gulphs  between  ? _ 

I;  wm^s  can  waft  to  ocean’s  utmoft  verge. 

And  there  new  i/lands  and  new  worlds  emerge— 

D  wealth,  or  war,  or  fcience  bid  thee  roam. 
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Ah,  leave  religion  and  thy  laws  at  home. 

Leave  the  free  native  to  enjoy  his  ftore. 

Nor  teach  deftrudlive  arts,  unknown  before- — 

Woes  of  their  own  thefe  new-found  worlds  invade. 
There,  too,  fierce  paffions  the  weak  foul  degrade, 
Invention  there  has  wing’d  the  unerring  dart, 

There  the  fwift  arrow  vibrates  to  the  heart. 

Revenge  and  death  contending  bofoms  ihare, 

And  pining  envy  claims  her  fubjedls  there—. 

Are  thefe  too  few  ?  ■  ■■—-then  fee  defpotic  power 
Spends  on  a  throne  of  turf  her  bufy  hour  $ 

Hard  by,  and  half  ambitious  to  afcend, 

Priefts,  interceding  with  the  gods,  attend — 

Atoning  victims  at  their  ihrines  they  lay, 

Their  crimfon  knives  tremenduous  rites  difplay, 

Or  the  proud  defpot’s  gore  remorfelefs  filed, 

Through  life  detefied,  and  ador’d  when  dead. 

Born  to  be  wretched,  fearch  this  globe  around., 
Dupes  to  a  few  the  race  of  man  is  found  : 

Seek  fome  new  world  in  fame  new  climate  plac’d, 

Some  gay  Ta-i-ti  on  the  wat’ry  wafte, 

Though  nature  drefs  in  all  her  bright  array 
Some  proud  tormentor  fteals  her  charms  away. 

Howe’er  Ihe  fmiles  beneath  thefe  milder  ikies. 

Though  men  decay  the  monarch  never  dies  ! 

H  owe’er  the  groves,  howe’er  the  gardens  bloom, 

A  Monarch  and  a  Prieji  is  ftill  their  doom. 


D  I S  7  REST  ORATOR. 

COccafloned  by  R- _ a _ , 

of  a  public  difcourfe  bcSgofbyroJcJ  **“  mW* 


S»- 

.  !X  V'  eekS’  and  rcore>  he  tax’d  his  brain, 
nd  WroCe  Petitions  to  the  Mufes— 

Poor  Archibald  !  ’twas  aj]  ;n  va;n> 

°r  '/kat  t*lcJ'  ient  y°or  memory  lofes _ 

N°W  hear  th<=  culprit’s  feif  confefs, 

In  ftrain  of  woe,  his  fad  dilirefs  ; 
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1  Went  uPGn  the  public  Rage, 

I  flounc’d  and  flounder’d  in  a  rage, 

1  gabbled  like  a  goofe  : 

I  talk’d  of  ^  and  faJh.on 

Of  moral  e-vil  and  companion, 

“  And  ptay  What  more  ? 


“  My  "0rds  were  few,  I  muft  confefej 
And  very  filly  my  addrefs, 

A  melancholy  tale  ! 

“  In  fliort,  I  knew  not  what  to  fay, 

“  1  f1uinted  thi*  and  th’  other  way’ 

“  Like  Lucifer. 

“  A,ackaday!  my  friends,  quoth  I, 
“  1  suefs  you’U  Set  no  more  from  me— 
In  troth  I  have  forgot  it  ! _ , 


t 


Libera  nos,  Domini.  6 

<c  O  my  oration  !  thou  art  fled  $ 

And  not  a  trace  within  my  head 
“  Remains  to  me  ! 

5* 

What  could  be  done  I  gap’d  once  more, 

“  And  fet  the  audience  in  a  roar, 

“  They  laugh’d  m-e  out  of  face _ _ 

I  turn’d  my  eyes  from  north  to  fouth, 

Cl  I  clapt  my  fingers  in  my  mouth— 
if  And  down  I  came  !” 


Libera  nos,  Domine—DELiVE?.  us,  O  Lord, 

Written  1775. 


i  ROM  a  junto  that  labour  for  abfolute  power, 
Whofe  fchemes  difappointed  have  made  them  look  fowr. 
From  the  lords  of  the  council,  who  fight  againft  freedom. 
Who  ftill  follow  on  where  the  devil  fhall  lead  ’em. 

From  the  group  at  St.  James’s,  that  flight  our  Petitions, 
And  fools  that  are  waiting  for  further  fubmiffions— 
From  a  nation  whofe  manners  are  rough  and  abrupt. 
From  fcoundrels  and  rafcals  whom  gold  can  corrupt. 

From  pirates  fent  out  by  command  of  the  king 
Fo  murder  and  plunder,  but  never  to  fwingt 

I 
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I-ieera  nos,  Domini. 

From  Wallace  and  Greaves,  and  Vipers  and  Rofes  *, 
Whom,  if  heaven  pleafes,  we’ll  give  bloody  nofes.  ’ 

From  the  valiant  Dunmore,  with  his  crew  of  banditti. 
Who  plunder  Virginians  at  Williamiburg  city, 

From  hot-headed  Montague,  mighty  to  fwear,  ’ 

The  little  fat  man  with  his  pretty  white  hair. 

From  hifliops  in  Britain,  who  butchers  are  grown 
From  (laves  that  would  die  for  a  fmile  from  the  throne. 
From  aflemblies  that  vote  againft  Congrefs  proceedings, 
CWho  now  fee  the  fruitof  their  (tupid  mifleadings). 

From  Tryon  the  mighty,  who  flies  from  our  city. 
And,  f well’d  with  importance,  difdains  the  committee ; 
<But  fince  he  is  pleas'd  to  proclaim  us  his  foes, 

What  the  devil  care  we  where  the  devil  he  goes). 

^chains, 

*rom  the  fcoundrel,  lord  North ,  who  would  bind  us  in 
From  a  dunce  of  a  king  who  was  born  without  brains, 
The  utmoft  extent  of  whofe  fenfe  is  to  fee 
That  reigning  and  makingof  buttons  agree. 

From  an  ifland  that  bullies,  and  he&ors,  and  fwears, 

I  fend  up  to  heaven  my  wifhes  and  prayers 
That  we,  difunited,  may  freemen  be  {till, 

And  Britain  go  on - to  be  damn’d,  if  {he  will. 

coI^aPtainS  an<1  ShipS  °f  th£  Briti<h  naVy  then  emPloYed  on  our 

Nsw  York,  Sep.  26,  1775. 
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General  GAGE’s  SOLILOQUY, 

Publiihed  in  New  York,  by  H.  Gaine,  in  Augufti77s. 


a 


Scene,  BOSTON,  befieged  by  the  Men  of  Maffachufetts. 

X3eSTRUCTION  waits  my  call — fome  demon  fay 
Why  does  deftruction  linger  on  her  way  ! 

Charleftown  is  burnt,  and  Warren  is  deceas’d— 

Heav’ns  !  fhall  we  never  be  from  war  releas’d  ? 

Ten  years  the  Greeks  befieg’d  tht  walls  of  Troy, 

But  when  did  Grecians  their  own  towns  deftroy  f 

h  aith,  that’s  the  point - -Let  thofe  who  will,  fay,  No  ; 

If  George  and  North  decree — it  mud  be  fo. 

Doubts,  black  as  night,  difturb  my  lov’d  repofe — - 
Men  that  were  once  my  friend's  have  turn’d  my  foes— 
What  if  we  conquer  this  rebellious  town, 

Suppofe  we  burn  it,  ftorm  it,  tear  it  down— 

This  land’s  like  Hydra ,  cut  off  but  one  head, 

And  ten  fh all  rife,  and  dare  you  in  its  Head, 
if  to  fubduea  league  or  two  of  coaft 
Requires  a  navy,  and  fo  large  a  hoft, 

How  fhall  a  length  of  twice  feven  hundred  miles 
Be  brought  to  bend  to  two  European  Ifles  ?— 

/md  that ,  when  all  their  utmoH  Hrength  unite, 

When  twelve  *  dominions  fwear  to  arm  and  fight, 
When  the  fame  fpirit  darts  from  every  eye. 

One  fix’d  refolve  to  gain  their  point  or  die. 


*  Georgia  had  not  at  this  time  acceded  to  the  Union. 
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As  for  myfeli  true — I  was  born  to  fight 
As  George  commands,  let  him  be  wrong  or  right, 
Whrle  trom  hit  hand  I  freeze  the  golden  prize 
II  a  Ik  no  queftions,  and  he’ll  tell  no  lies— 

But  did  Ifwear,  I  alk  my  heart  again, 

In  fuch  damn’d  ferviceto  harrafs  my  brain  ?— 
Ves— when  Rebellion  her  artillery  brings 
And  aims  her  arrows  at  the  bell  of  kings, 

I  Hand  a  champion  in  my  monarch’s  ca/ife— 

The  men  are  rebels  that  refill  his  laws. 

„  A  viceroy  I— like  modern  monarchs,  ftay 
Safe  in  the  town— let  others  guide  the  fray  : 

A  life,  like  mine,  is  of  no  common  worth, 

’Twere  wrong,  by  heaven,  that  I  ihould  rally  forth 
A  random  bullet  from  a  fent 

Might  pierce  my  heart  !_a„d  ruin  North’s  intent  : 
Let  others  combat  in  the  dully  held. 

Let  petty  captains  fcorn  to  live  or  yield, 

ril  fend  my  Ihips  to  neighbouring  4s  ’  where  ftray 

Unnumb’red  herds,  and  Heal  thefe  herds  away  ' 

Til  ft  tike  the  women  in  this  town  with  awe,  ' 

And  make  them  tremble  at  my  martial  law/ 

Snourn  gracious  heaven  befriend  our  troops  and  licet 

And  throw  this  bafe-born  region  at  my  fee t," 

How  would  Britannia  echo  with  my  fame  !  ? 

What  endlefs  honours  would  await  my  name  } 

In  every  province  Ihould  the  traveller  fee 

Recording  marbles,  rais’d  to  honour  me- _ - 

Hard  by  the  lakes  my  fovereign  lord  would  grant 
A  i  ural  empire  to  fupply  my  want, 

A  manor  would  but  poorly  ferve  my  turn, 

,  Lefs  than  a  kingdom  from  my  foul  I  fcc«\n  I 


General  GAGE’s  SOLILOQUY.  69 

An  ample  kingdom  round  Ontario’s  lake 
By  heaven  fhould  be  the  lead  reward  I’d  take. 

There  might  I  reign,  unrivall’d  and  alone. 

An  ocean  and  aa  empire  of  my  own - -  I 

Whacchough  the  fcribblers  and  the  wits  might  fay, 

He  built  bis  pile  on  •oanqu'tjb' d  Liberty - - 

Let  others  meanly  dread  the  flanderous  tongue, 

While  I  obey  my  king,  can  I  do  wrong  ? 

Then  to  accomplifh  all  my  foul’s  defire 
Let  red-hot  bullets  fet  their  towns  on  fire. 

May  heaven,  if  fo  the  righteous  judgmen^pafs. 

Change  earth  to  Reel,  the  fky  to  folid  brafs. 

Let  hell-cats  darting  from  fome  blackguard  fpherc. 
Strike  this  bafe  offspring  with  difmay  and  fear  j 
Let  heaven’s  broad  concave  to  the  center  ring. 

And  blacked:  night  expand  her  fable  wjng, 

(Since  ’tis  mod  true,  tho’  fome  may  think  it  odd, 

The  foes  of  Britain  are  the  foes  of  God)  : 

Let  bombs,  like  comets,  kindle  ail  the  air, 

Let  cruel  famine  prompt  the  orphan’s  prayer. 

And  every  ill  that  war  or  want  can  bring 
Be  fhower’d  on  fubje<ds  that  refid  their  king. 

What  is  their  plea  ? — our  fovereign  only  meant 
This  people  fhould  be  tax'd  without  confent , 

Ten  years  the  court  with  fecret  cunning  try 'd 
To  gain  this  point — th’  event  their  hopes  bely’d  : 

How  fhould  they  elfe  than  fometimes  mifs  the  mark 
Who  deep  at  helm,  yet  think  to  deer  the  barque  ?— 
North,  take  advice  j  thy  lucky  genius  fhow, 

Difpatch  Sir  Jeffery  to  the  ftates  below. 

That  gloomy  prince,  whom  mortals  Satan  call, 

Mud  help  us  quickly,  if  he  help  at  all— 
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Y°U  arive  in  vaIn  golden  chains  to  tie. 

They  fee  thro’  all  yourfchemes  with  half  an  eye, 

^  open  force  with  fecret  bribes  I  join, 

1  *le  conte^  hckens — and  the  day  is  mine  ! 

Bvt  hark  the  trumpet’s  clangor-hark-ah  me 
What  means  the  march  of  Wajbington  and  Lee  9 
When  men  like  thefe  fuch  diflant  marches  make, 
Fate  whifpers  fomething-that  we-can’t  miflake  : 
When  men  like  thefe  defy  my  martial  rule. 

Good  heaven  !  it  is  no  time  to  play  the  fool _ - 

erhaps,  th^for  their  country’s  freedom  rife  ; 
North  has,  perhaps,  deceiv’d  me  with  his  lies.— 
H  George  at  laft  a  tyrant  fhould  be  found, 

A  cruel  tyrant,  by  no  fan&ions  bound, 

/ind  I  myfelf  in  an  unrighteous  caufe 
Be  fent  to  execute  the  word  of  laws. 

How  will  thefe  dead  whom  I  conjur’d  to  flgbt- 
Who  funk  in  arms  to  everlafting  night, 

Whofe  blood  the  conquering  Toe  confpir’d  to  fpili 
At  Lexington  and  Bunker’s  fatal  hill, 

Wnofe  mangled  corpfes  fcanty  graves  embrace— 
Rife  from  thefe  graves,  and  curfe  me  to  my  face  ?- 
Alas  !  that  e’er  ambition  bade  me  roam. 

Or  third  of  power,  forfake  my  native  home— 

What  /hall  Ido?— tb ere,  crowd  the  hoftile  bands; 
hae,  waits  a  navy  to  receive  commands— 

I  Ipeak  the  language  of  my  heart— /hall  I 
Steal  off  by  night,  and  o’er  the  ocean  fly, 

Like  a  Ir.flman  to  unknown  regions  dray. 

And  to  oblivion  leave  the  darkfome  day  ? 

Or  fcalll  to  Britannia’s  fliores  again. 

And,  big  with  lies,  conceal  my  thoufands  flain  f— 
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Yes— to  forae  negro  clime  my  courfe  I  fleer. 

To  aoy  country  rather  than  be  here, 

To  worlds  where  nature  fcarce  exerts  her  law, 

A  branch-built  cottage,  and  a  bed  of  ftraw — — 

Even  Scotland’s  coaft  feems  charming  in  my  fight, 

And  frozen  Zembla  yields  a  ftrange  delight.-— 

But  fuch  vexations  in  my  bofom  burn, 

T^hat  to  thefe  ihores  I  never  will  return. 

Till  fruits  and  flowers  on  Greenland’s  coafts  are  known, 
And  frofts  be  thaw’d  in  climates  once  their  own. 

Ye  fouls  of  fire,  who  burn  for  chief  command, 

Come  !  take  my  place  in  this  difaftrous  land  $ 

To  wars,  like  thefe,  I  bid  a  long  goodnight— 

Let  North  and  Georgs  themfelves  fuch  battles  fight. 


THE 

midnight  consultations, 

or,  a  TRIP  T0  BOSTON. 

Publi fixed  jn  New  York,  Sepumber  :„s.  b r  %  Anderjcn. 


T  Parti. 

N  B  L  E  S  T  are  they  whom  Fate’s  too  heavy  hand 
onfines  through  life  to  feme  fmail  fpeck  of  land  ; 
More  wretched  they  whom  heaven  infpires  to  roam  ’ 

'  lanSuifl‘  out  thb‘r  lives,  and  die  at  home— 
Heaven  gave  to  man  this  wide  extended  round. 

No  climes  confine  him  and  no  oceans  bound  ; 

Heaven  gave  him  foreft,  mountain,  vaie,  and  plain. 

And  bade  him  vanquilh,  if  he  could,  the  main  ; 

But  fordid  cares  our  Ihort-liv’d  race  confine, 

Some  toil  at  trades,  fome  labour  in  the  mine. 

The  mifer  hoards,  and  guards  his  Ihining  {lore. 

The  fun  ftill  rifes  where  he  rofe  before _ 

No  happier  feenes  his  earth-born  fancy  fill 
Than  one  dark  valley,  or  one  well-known  hill, 

■To  other  Ihores  his  mind,  untaught  to  ftray. 

Dull  and  inaftive,  llumbers  life  away. 

But  by  the  aid  of  yonder  glimmering  beam 
The  pole  liar,  faithful  to  my  vagrant  dream. 

Wild  regent  of  my  heart  !  in  dreams  convey 
Where  herded  Britons  their  bold  ranks  difplay; 

So  late  the  pride  of  England’s  fertile  foil,  ' 

(Her  grandeur  heighten’d  by  fucceffive  toil) 
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See,  how  they  ficken  in  thefe  hoftile  climes. 

Themes  for  the  ftage,  and  fubjefts  for  our  rhimes. 

What  modern  poet  have  the  mufes  led 
To  draw  the  curtain  that  conceals  the  dead  ? 

What  bolder  bard  to  Bolton  fh all  repair. 

To  view  the  peevilh,  half-ftarv’d  fpe<5tres  there  ? 

O  my  pdor  country  !  why  fuftain  thefe  ills  ? 
Why  reft  thy  navies  on  their  native  hills  ? 

See,  endlefs  torefts  fhade  the  uncultur’d  plain, 
Defcend,  ye  forefts,  and  command  the  main  : 

A  leafy  verdure  lhades  the  mighty  malt. 

And  every  oak  bends  idly  to  the  blaft, 

£arth  s  entrails  teem  with  ftores  for  your  defence, 
Defcend,  and  drag  the  ftores  of  war  from  thence  : 
Your  fertile  foil  the  flowing  fail  fupplies. 

And  Europe’s  arts  in  every  village  rife _ - 

No  want  is  yours— >Difdain  unmanly  fear. 

And  fwear  no  Tyrant  Jhall  reign  majier  here  j 
Know  your  own  ftrength— in  rocky  deferts  bred. 
Shall  the  fierce  tiger  by  the  dog  be  led. 

And  bear  all  infults  from  that  fnarling  race 
Whofe  courage  lies  in  impudence  of  face  ?— - 
No— rather  bid  the  wood’s  wild  native  turn. 

And  from  his  fide  the  unfaithful  guardian  fpurn. 

Now  pleas’d  I  wander  to  the  dome  of  ftate 
Where  Gage  refides,  our  weftern  potentate— 

Chief  of  tenthoufand,  all  a  race  of  Huns, 

Sent  to  be  flaughter’d  by  our  Rifle-guns, 

Sent  by  our  angry  Jove,  fent  fword  in  hand 
I  o  murder,  burn,  and  ravage  through  the  land— 
You  dream  of  conqueft— tell  me  how  or  whence— 

A. <51  like  a  man,  ^nd  get  you  gone  from  hence, 
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A  madman  fent  you  to  this  hoftile  fhore 

To  vanquifh  nations  that  {hall  fpill  your  gore _ 

Go,  friends,  and  each  in  friendly  league  combin’d 
Deftroy,  diftrefs,  and  triumph  o’er  mankind  !  — 

’Tis  not  our  peace  this  murdering  hand  reftrains. 

The  want  of  powef  is  made  the  monfte  r’s  chains  5 
Compaflion  is  a  Granger  to  his  heart, 

Or  if  it  came,  he  bade  the  gueib  depart ; 

The  melting  tear,  the  fympathifing  groan 
Were  never  yet  to  Gage  or  Jefferies  known  ; 

The  feas  of  biood  his  heart  fore-dooms  to  fpill 
Is  but  a  dying  ferpent’s  rage  to  kill, 

What  power  lhall  drive  thefe  vipers  from  our  fhore, 
Thefe  mongers  fwoln  with  carnage,  death,  and  gore 
Twelve  was  the  hour— congenial  darknefs  reign’d 

And  no  bright  liar  a  mimic  day  light  feign’d _ 

Firft,  Gage  we  faw — a  crimfon  chair  of  Hate 
Receiv  d  the  honour  ot  his  Honour’s  weight, 

4  His  man  of  ftraw  the  regal  purple  bound. 

Tut  dullnefs,  deepeft  dullnefs,  hover’d  round# 

Next  Graves,  who  wields  the  trident  of  the  brine. 
The  tall  arch-captain  of  the  embattled  line 
All  gloomy  fate — mumbling  of  flame  and  fire. 

Balls,  cannon,  ihips,  and  all  their  damn’d  attire  5 
Well  pleas’d  to  live  in  never-ending  hum. 

But  empty  as  the  interior  of  his  drum. 

Hard  by,  Burgoyne  a  flumes  an  ample  fpace 
Andfeem’d  to  meditate  with  ftudious  face. 

As  if  again  he  wilh’d  our  world  to  fee 
Long,  dull,  dry  letters  writ  to  General  Lee— 

Huge  fctawls  of  words  through  endlefs circuits  drawn. 
Unmeaning  as  the  errand  he’s  upon.— 
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Is  he  to  conquer — he  fubdue  our  land  ?— 

This  buckram  hero,  with  his  lady’s  hand  ? 

By  Cefars  to  be  vanquifh’d  is  a  curfe. 

But  by  a  fcribbling  fop — by  heaven,  is  worfe  ! 

Lord  Piercy  feem’d  to  fnore — but  may  the  Mufe 
This  ill-tim’d  fnoring  to  the  peerexcufe  $ 

Tir’d  was  the  long  boy  of  his  toilfome  day. 

Full  fifteen  miles  he  fled— a  tedious  way. 

How  Ihould  he  then  the  dues  of  Somnus  fliun. 

Perhaps  not  us’d  to  walk — much  lefs  to  run  ? 

Red  fac’d  as  funs,  when  finking  to  repofe, 

Reclin’d  the  infernal  captain  of  the  Rose,  [C.  Wallace 
In  fame’s  proud  temple  aiming  for  a  niche, 

With  thofe  who  found  her  at  the  cannon’s  breech  5 
Skill’d  to  direct  the  cannonading  fliot, 

No  Turkifh  rover  half  fo  murdering  hot, 

Pleas’d  with  bafe  vengeance  on  defencelcfs  towns. 

His  heart  was  malice— but  his  words  were,  Zounds  l 

Howe,  vext  to  fee  his  ftarving  army’s  doom. 

Once  more  befought  the  Ikies  for  elbow  room — 

Small  was  his  dock,  and  theirs,  of  heavenly  grace. 

Yet  juft  enough  to  afk  a  larger  place. — 

He  curs’d  the  brainlefs  minifter  that  plann’d 
His  bootlefs errand  to  this  hoftile  land. 

But  aw’d  by  Gage,  his  burfting  wrath  recoil’d, 

And  in  his  inraoft  bofom  doubly  boil’d. 

These,  chief  of  all  the  tyrant-ferving  train, 

Exalted  fate — the  reft  (apenfion’d  clan, 

A  fample  of  the  multitudes  that  wait. 

Pale  fons  of  famine,  at  perdition’s  gate. 

North’s  friends  down  fwarming,  (fo  our  rsonare-h  wills) 
Hungry  as  death,  from  Caledonian  hills  $ 
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Whole  endlefs  numbers  if  you  bid  me  tell, 

I  -1  count  the  atoms  of  this  globe  as  well)  " 

Knights,  captains,  fquires— a  wonder-working  band  * 
Held  at  fmall  wages  till  they  gain  the  land, 

Flock’d  penfive  round-black  fpleen  affail’d  their  hearts, 
(The  fport  of  plough  boys,  with  their  arms  and  arts) 
And  made  them  doubt  (howe’er  for  vengeance  hot) 
Whether  they  were  invincible  or  not. 

Now  Gage  rebounding  from  his  cufhion’d  feat 
Swore  thrice,  and  cry’d— “  ’Tis  nonfenfe  to  be  beat  ! 
Thus  to  be  drubb’d  !  pray,  warriors,  let  me  know 
Which  be  in  fault,  myfelf,  the  fates,  or  you- 


Henceforth  let  Britain  deem  her  men  mere  toys— 
Gods  !  to  be  frighted  thus  by  country  boys  j 
Why,  if  our  army  had  had  a  mind  to  fup, 

They  might  have  eat  that  fchool-boy  army  up— 
Three  thoufand  to  twelve  hundred  thus  to  yield. 

And  twice  five  hundred  dretch’d  upon  the  field _ ! 

O  ihame  to  Britain,  and  the  Britifii  name. 

Shame  damps  my  heart,  and  Xmuft  die  with  Ihame. 

1  hus  to  be  worded,  thus  difgrac’d,  and  beat  ! _ 

You  have  the  knack,  Lord  Piercy,  to  retreat, 

I  he  death  you ’fcap’d  my  warmed  blood  congeals. 
Heaven  grant  me  too  fo  fwift  a  pair  of  heels— 

In  Chevy-Chace,  as,  doubtlefs,  you  have  read, 

Lord  Piercy  would  have  fooner  dy’d  than  fled _ » 

Behold  the  virtues  of  your  houfe  decay— 

Ah  !  how  unlike  the  Piercy  of  that  day  !’* 

Thus  fpoke  the  great  man  in  difdainful  tone 
To  the  gay  peer — not  meant  for  him  alone— 

But  ere  the  tumults  of  his  bofom  rife 

Thus  from  his  bench  the  intrepid  Peer  replies  : 
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When  once  the  foul  has  reach’d  the  Stygian  fliore, 
My  prayer  book  fays,  it  fhall  return  no  more — — 

When  once  old  Charon  hoifts  his  tar-black’d  fail. 

And  his  boat  fwims  before  the  infernal  gale, 

Farewell  to  all  that  pleas’d  the  man  above, 

Farewell  to  feats  of  arms,  and  joys  of  love  ! 

Farewell  the  trade  that  father  Cain  began. 

Farewell  to  wine,  that  chears  the  heart  of  man  ; 

All,  all  farewell  ! — the  penfive  diade  mud  go 
Where  cold  Medufa  turns  to  done  below. 

Where  Belus  maids  eternal  labours  ply 
To  drench  the  calk  that  days  forever  dry, 

And  Sijipbusy  with  many  a  weary  groan. 

Heaves  up  the  mount  the  dill  recoiling  done  ! 

te  Since,  then,  this  truth  no  mortal  dares  deny. 
That  heroes,  kings — and  lords  themfelves,  mud  die. 
And  yield  to  him  who  dreads  no  hodile  fword. 

But  treats  alike  the  peafant  and  the  lord  ; 

Since  even  great  George  mud  in  his  turn  give  place 
And  leave  his  crown,  his  Scotchmen,  and  his  lace,— 
How  bled  is  he,  how  prudent  is  the  man 
Who  keeps  aloof  from  death — while  yet  he  can  ; 

One  well-aim’d  ball  could  make  us  all  no  more 
Than  diipwreck’d  fcoundrels  on  that  leeward  Ihore. 

“  But  why,  my  friends,  thefe  hard  refle&ions  ft  ill 

On  Lexington  affairs - ’tis  Bunker’s  hill— 

O  fatal  hill  ! — one  glance  at  thee  redrains 
My  once  warm  blood,  and  chills  it  in  my  veins— 

May  no  fweet  grafs  adorn  thy  hateful  cred 
That  law  Britannia’s  braved  troops  diftred— 

Or  if  it  does — may  fome  deftru&ive  gale 
The  green  leaf  wither,  and  the  grafs  turn  pale— 
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AH  moifture  to  your  brow  may  heaven  deny, 

And  God  and  man  deteft  you,  juft  as  I _ - 

’Tis  Bunker’s  hill,  this  night,  has  brought  us  here, 
raj,  queftion  him  who  led  your  armies  there, 

Nor  dare  my  courage  into  queftion  call, 

Or  blame  Lord  Piercy  for  the  fault  of  all.’* 

Howe  chanc’d  to  nod  while  heathenilh  Piercy i poke 
But  as  his  Lordfhip  ceas’d,  his  Honour  ’woke, 

(Like  thofe  whom  fermons  into  fleep  betray) 

J  hen  rubb’d  his  eyes,  and  thus  was  heard  to  fay  : 

“  Shall  thofe  who  never  ventur’d  from  the  town. 
Or  their  {hip  fides,  now  pull  our  glory  down  ? 

We  fought  our  beft-fo  God  my  honour  fave- 
No  Britilh  foldiers  ever  Ihin’d  more  brave— 

Refolv’d  I  led  them  to  the  hoftile  lines, 

(From  this  day  fam’d  where’er  great  Phcebus  fn ines). 
1-irm  at  their  head  I  took  my  dangerous  ftand. 

Marching  to  death  and  /laughter,  fword  in  hand. 

But  wonted  Fortune  halted  on  her  way. 

We  fought  with  madmen,  and  we  loft  the  day— 

JW"’1  brave  trooPs>  y°ur  honours  would  have  fwore 
Had  rcbb’d  the  clouds  of  half  their  nitrous  ftore, 

With  my  bold  veterans  ftrew’d  the  aftoniih’d  plain, 
i  or  not  one  muhjuet  was  difcbarg’d  in  vain _ 

But,  honour’d  Gage,  why  droops  thy  laurell’d  head  ?~ 

Five  hundred  foes  we  pack’d  off  to  the  dead _ 

Now  captains,  generals,  hear  me  and  attend  ! 

Say,  lhail  we  home  for  other  fuccours  fend  ? 

Shall  other  navies  crofs  the  ftormy  main  ? _ 

Tney  may  but  what  (hall  awe  the  pride  of  Spain  ? 

Still  for  dominion  haughty  Louh  pants— 

Ah  !  how  I  tremble  at  the  thoughts  of  France _ 
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"Shatf  mighty  George,  to  enforce  his  injur’d  laws, 

Tranfport  all  Ruffia  to  fupport  the  caufe -  ? 

Thatally’d  Empire  countlefs  flioals  may  pour 
Numerous  as  fands  that  drew  the  Atlantic  ftiore. 

But  Policy  inclines  my  heart  to  tear 
They’ll  turn  their  arms  againft  us  when  they’re  here— 
Come,  let’s  agree — for  fomething  muft.be  done 
Ere  autumn  flies,  and  winter  haftens  on— 

When  pinching  cold  our  navy  binds  in  ice, 

You’ll  find  ’tisthen  too  late  to  take  advice.” 

The  clock  ftrikes  two  ! — Gage  fmoteupon  his  breafl. 

And  cry’d, — u  What  fate  determines  mud  be  beft - - 

But  now  attend — a  council  I  impart 

That  long  has  laid  the  heavieft  at  my  heart— 

Three  weeks — ye  gods  ! — nay,  three  long  years  it  feems 
Since  roaji-beef  I  have  touch’d,  except  in  dreams. 

In  fleep,  choice  diflres  to  my  view  repair, 

Waking,  I  gape  and  champ  the  empty  air.— 

Say,  is  it  juft  that  I,  wTho  rule  thefe  bands, 

Should  live  on  hulks,  like  rakes  in  foreign  lands  ?— 
Come,  let  us  plan  fome  project  ere  we  fleep. 

And  drink  deftru€lion  to  the  rebel  ftieep, 

On  neighbouring  ifles  uncounted  cattle  ftray, 

Fat  beeves,  and  fwine,  an  ill  defended  prey— 

Thefe  are  fit  viftims  for  my  noon  day  difii, 

Thefe,  if  my  foldiers  a£t  as  I  would  wilh, 

In  one  ftiort  week  (hould  glad  your  maws  and  mine— 
On  mutton  we  will  fup---on  roaft  beef  dine.” 

Shouts  of  applaufe  re-echo’d  thro'  the  hall. 

And  what  pleas’d  one  as  furely  pleas’d  them  all, 
Wallace  was  nam’d  to  execute  the  plan, 

And  thus  Iheep-fteaiing  pleas’d  th;m  to  a  man. 


Now  fiumbers  dole  upon  the  great  man’s  eye. 
His  powder'd  foretop  nodded  from  on  high. 

His  lids  juft  ope’d  to  find  how  matters  were, 
DlJJbhe,  he  faid,  and  Jo  dijfolv'dye  are, 

Then  downward  funk  to  (lumbers  dark  aid  deep, 
iach  nerve  unftrung— and  even  his  guts  afleep.’ 


PART  II. 

AVh  AT  are  thefe  upftarts  from  ^  foreign 
That  we  (hould  fear  their  hate,  or  court  their  fmile- 
nde  fentthem  here,  pride  blafted  in  the  bud. 

Who,  if  (hecan,  will  build  her  throne  in  b'ood 
With  ilaughter’d  millions  glut  hertearlefs  eyes,’ 

And  bid  even  virtue  fall,  that  lhe  may  rife. 

Vhat  deep  offence  has  fir’d  a  monarch’s  rage  > 
What  moon-ftruckmadnefs  feiz’d  the  brain  of  Gage 
Laughs  not  the  foul  when  an  imprifon'd  crew 
Aft'edl  to  pardon  rhofe  they  can’t  fubdue, 

Tho  thrice  repuls’d,  and  hemm’d  up  to  their  ftations. 

Yet  idue  pardons,  oaths,  and  proclamations  ! _ 

1  oo  long  our  patient  country  wears  their  chains. 

Too  long  our  wealth  all-grafping  Britain  drains,  ’ 

Why  dill  a  handmaid  to  that  diftant  land  ? 

Why  ftill  fubfervient  to  their  proud  command  ! 

Britain  the  bold,  the  generous,  and  the  brave 
Still  treats  our  country  like  the  meaneft  (lave. 

Her  haughty  lords  already  (hare  the  prey. 

Live  on  our  labours,  and  with  fcorn  repay _ 

Rife,  deeper,  rife,  while  yet  the  power  remains. 

And  bind  their  nobles  and  their  chiefs  in  chains : 
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Fall’fl  on  difaft’rous  times,  they  fcorn  our  plea, 
’Tis  our  own  efforts  that  mull  make  us  free-— 
Born  to  contend,  our  lives  we  place  at  flake, 

And  grow  immortal  by  the  Hand  we  make.— 

The  time  fh. all  come  when  Grangers  rule  no  more. 
Nor  cruel  mandates  vex  from  Britain’s  fhore. 
When  commerce  fhall  extend  her  fhorten’d  win°\ 
And  her  rich  freights  from  every  climate  bring, 

W  hen  mighty  towns  fhall  flourifh  free  and  great, 
Vaft  tneir  dominion,  opulent  their  flate. 

When  one  vaft  cultivated  region  teems 
From  ocean  s  fide  to  Mifliflppi  ftreams, 

While  each  enjoys  his  vine  tree’s  peaceful  fhade. 
And  even  the  meaneft  has  no  foe  to  dread. 

And  you,  who  far  from  Liberty  detain’d. 

Wear  out  exiflence  in  fome  flavifh  land _ 

Forfake  thefe  fhores,  a  felf-ejedted  throng, 

And  arm’d  for  vengeance  here  refent  the  wrong  :  — 
Come  to  our  climes,  where  unchain’d  rivers  flow, 
And  loftieft  groves,  and  nature’s  forefts  grow. 

Here  the  bleft  foil  your  future  care  demands  j 
Come,  fweep  the  forefts  from  thefe  fhaded  lands, 
And  the  kind  earth  fhall  every  toil  repay. 

And  harvefts  flourifh  as  the  groves  decay. 

O  HEAv’N-born  Peace,  renew  thy  wonted  charm 
Far  be  this  rancour,  and  this  din  of  arms— 

To  warring  lands  return,  an  honour’d  gueft. 

And  blefs  our  crimfon  fhore  among  the  reft—  ' 
Long  may  Britannia  rule  our  hearts  again. 

Rule  as  fhe  rul’d  in  George  the  Second’s  reign, 

May  ages  hence  her  growing  grandeur  fee, 

And  fhe  be  glorious— but  ourfelves  as  free  ! 
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DESOLATE  ACADEMY. 


Subjected  to defpotic rule 

Once  in  this  dome  I  went  to  fchool, 

Where  Pedro  Pajfive  held  his  reign. 

The  tyrant  of  a  fmall  domain. 

By  him  a  numerous  herd  controul’d. 

The  pert,  the  ftupid,  and  the  bold, 

ElTay  d  fome  little  fliare  to  gain 
Oi  the  vaft  treafures  of  his  brain— 

Some  learn’d  the  Latin,  fome  the  Greek, 
And  fome  in  flowery  flile  to  fpeak— 

Some  writ  their  themes,  while  others  read, 
And  fome  with  Euclid  fluff'd  the  head— 
Some  toil’d  in  verfe,  and  fome  in  profe. 

And  fome  in  Logick  fought  repofe— 

Some  learn’d  to  cypher,  fome  to  dra<iv> 

And  fome  began  to  ftudy  law. 

But  all  is  ruin’d,  all  is  done, 

BBe  Tutor  to  the  ihades  is  gone, 

And  all  his  pupils,  led  aftray, 

Have  each  found  out  a  different  way. 

Some  are  in  chains  of  wedlock  bound, 

And  fome  are  hang’d,  and  fome  are  drown’d  3 
Some  are  advanc’d  to  pofts  and  places. 

And  fome  in  pulpits  fcrew  rheir  faces  5 
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Some  at  the  bar  a  living  gain, 

Perplexing  what  they  Ihould  explain— 

To  foldiers  turn’d,  a  bolder  band, 

Repell  the  invaders  of  the  land  j 
Some  to  the  arts  of  Phyfic  bred, 

Difpatch  their  patients  to  the  dead  $ 

Some  plough  the  land,  and  fome  the  fea, 

And  fome  are  Haves,  and  fome  are  free  $ 

Some  court  the  great,  and  fome  the  mufe. 

And  fome  fubfift  by  mending  flioes — - 

While  others — but  fo  vaft  the  throng, 
j  he  Cohlers  Jhall  conclude  my  Jong . 
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°°  lonS  harrafs’d  by  winds  and  feas, 
’Tis  time,  at  length,  to  take  your  eafe. 
And  feek  a  bride— for  few  can  find 
The  fea  a  miftrefs  to  their  mind _ - 

n  all  y  o u i  rounds,  tis  wond’rous  ftrange 
No  fair  one  tempts  you  to  a  change— 
Madnefs  1  t  is,  you  mufi:  agree, 

To  lodge  alone  till  forty-three. 


03 


I 


fit 

c 


S4  the  SEA-FARING  BACHELOR, 

Old  Plato  own’d,  no  blefling  here 
Could  equal  Love — if  but  fincere  ; 

And  writings,  penn’d  by  heaven,  have  {ho wn 
That  man  can  ne’er  be  bleft  alone. 

O’er  life’s  meridian  have  you  pafs’d  3 
T  he  night  of  death  advances  faft  ! 

No  props  you  plant  for  your  decline. 

No  partner  fooths  thefe  cares  of  thine* 

If  Neptune’s  felf,  who  rul’d  the  main. 

Kept  fea-nymphs  there  to  eafe  his  pain  3 
Yourfelf,  who  Ikim  that  empire  o’er, 

May  furely  have  one  nymph  on  fhore. 

Myrtilla  i air,  in  yonder  grove, 

Has  fo  much  beauty,  fo  much  Jove, 

That,  on  her  lip,  the  meaneft  fly 
Is  happier  far  than  you  or  I. 
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R  E  B  EL  S  you  are — the  Britifli  champion  cries  3 
Truth,  ftand  thou  forth,  and  tell  Tom.  Gage  helies- 
Rebek  ! — and  fee,  this  mock  imperial  Lord 
Already  threats  thofe  rebels  with  the  cord — - 

The  hour  draws  nigh,  the  glafs  is  a! mod:  run. 
When  truth  mu  ft  ihine,  and  fcoundrels  be  undone. 
When  this  bafe  mifcreant  lhall  forbear  to  fneer. 

And  curfe  his  taunts  and  bitter  Infults  here. 

If  to  controul  the  cunning  of  a  knave, 

.Freedom  adore,  and  fcorn  the  n  ame  of  Have, 

If  to  proteft  againft  a  tyrant’s  laws. 

And  arm  for  vengeance  in  a  righteous  caufe. 

Be  deem’d  Rebellion — ’tis  a  harmlefs  thing. 

This  bug-bear  name,  like  death,  has  loft  Its  fting. 

Americans,  at  freedom’s  f ane  adore. 

But  truft  to  Rritifh  clemency  no  more  3 
The  generous  genius  of  the  ifle  has  (led. 

And  left  a  mere  impoftor  in  his  ftead - 

1 1  conquer’d,  rebels ,  their  paft  records  ihow, 

Receive  no  mercy  from  this  parent  foe - 

And  even  the  grave,  that  facred  haunt  of  peace, 

W  here  Nature  gives  the  woes  of  man  to  ceafe. 
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here  the  Blackbird  roods  at  night 

In  groves  of  half  diftinguift’d  light, 

\vnere  the  evening  breezes figh 
Solitary,  there  Hay  1. 
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Vengeance  will  fearch-and  mangled  corpfes  there 
Be  rated  to  feaft  the  armies  of  the  air.  J_ 

If  Britain  conquers,  help  us,  heav’n,  to  fly, 

Tend  me  your  wings,  ye  ravens  of  the  fcy— 
if  Britain  conquers — we  exid  no  more  • 

Thefe  lands  (hall  redden  with  their  children's  core. 
Who,  turn’d  to  (laves,  their  fruitlefs  toils  (fail  moan, 
°‘“  m  t  lefe  fields  that  once  they  call'd  their  own  ' 
o  arms  !  to  arms  .'--and  let  the  trudy  fword 
Decide  who  bed  deferves  the  hangman’s  cord 
Nor  tlllok  the  liilis  of  Canada  too  bleak 
When  defperate  Freedom  is  the  prize  you  feek  , 

For  that  the  voice  of  honour  bids  you  go 
O-er  frozen  lakes  and  mountains  wrapt  in  fnow, 

°  Can  daunt  the  warlike  and  the  bold, 

-ley  (corn  all  heat  or  wave-congealing  cold  ; 
alte*  t0  your  tents  in  fetters  brin- 
There  (laves  that  ferve  their  tyrant  of  a  king, 
oojuit,  to  virtuous  is  your  caufe,  I  fay 
Hell  mud  prevail  if  Britain  wins  the  day. 
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Clofe  along  the  Shaded  ftream, 

Source  of  2*nany  a  golden  dream. 

Where  branchy  cedars  dim  the  day— 

There  I  mufe,  and  there  I  ftray. 

Yet  what  can  pleaf^  amid  this  bower. 

That  charm’d  my  eyes  for  many  an  hour  ! 

The  budding  leaf  is  loft  to  me. 

And  dead  the  bloom  on  every  tree, 

4  t 

The  winding  ftream  that  glides  along, 

The  lark  that  tunes  her  early  fong, 

The  mountain’s  brow,  the  Hoping  vale. 

The  murmuring  of  the  weftern  gale, 

Ifave  loft  their  charms  * — the  blooms  are  gone  ! 

Trees  put  a  darker  afpedt  on. 

The  ftream  difgufts  that  wanders  by. 

And  every  zephyr  brings  a  figh. 

Great  guardian  of  our  feeble  kind, 

Reftoring  Nature,  lend  thine  aid. 

And  o’er  the  features  of  the  mind 
Renew  thefe  colours,  that  muft  fade, 

When  vernal  funs  forbear  to  roll, 

And  endlefs  winter  chills  the  foul.  * 
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Written  November  ijj$. 


-  D  A  M  o  X - h  D  C  I  N  D  A - T  Bynsii, 

Damon, 

-i  N  vain  you  talk  of  fhady  bowers 
When  frofts,  my  fair  one,*  chill  the  plain 
Ana  nights  are  cold,  and  long  the  hours 
That  damp  the  ardour  of  the  Twain, 

Who,  parting  from  his  focial  fire. 

All  comfort  doth  forego. 

And  here  and  there,  ana  every  where, 

Purfues  the  invading  foe. 

But  we  muft  fieep  on  frofts  and  fnows. 

No  leafon  hinders  our  campaign, 

Hard  as  tne  oaks,  we  dare  oppofe 
*1  Le  autumnal  or  the  wint’ry  reign  s 
Alike  to  us  the  winds  that  blow 
In  fummer’s  feafongay. 

Or  thofe  that  rave  on  Hudfon’s  cave. 

And  drift  his  ice  away. 

Winter  and  death  may  change  the  feene, 

The  ball  may  pierce,  the  cold  may  kill, 

And  dire  misfortunes  intervene. 

But  Freedom  iliall  be  potent  ftill 
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To  drive  thefe  Britons  from  our  fliore, 

Who,  cruel  and  unkind, 

With  flavifti  chain  /hall  ftrive,  in  vain, 

Our  freeborn  hearts  to  bi/id. 


Lucinda . 

They  chide  me,  and  tell  me  I  mull  not  complain 
To  part  a  few  days  with  my  favourite  Twain— 

He  is  gone  to  the  battle,  and  leaves  me  to  mourn. 

And,  fav  what  you  pleafe,  he  will  never  return. 

[dear, 

vVhen  he  left  me,  he  kifs’d  me,  and  faid,  “  My  fvveet 
In  lefs  than  a  month  I  again  will  be  here.”— 
Witha.nguifli.and  forrow  my  bofom  did  burn, 

And  I  wept,  being  fure  he  would  never  return. 

I  faid,  My  dear  creature,  I  beg  you  would  flay— 

But  he,  with  his  foldiers,  went  flrutting  away  ! 

Then  why  fhould  I  longer  my  forrows  adjourn  r— . 

Tou  may  call  me  a  fool  if  he  ever  return. 

Tbyrfis. 

Svveetefl  of  the  virgin  train. 

You  muft  fee k  another  fwain, 

Damon  will  not  come  again— 

AH  his  toils  are  over  ! 

As  you  lov’d  him  to  excefs, 

1  our  lofs  is  great,  I  muft  confefs  5 
but,  madam,  yield  not  to  diftrefs— — 

I  will  be  your  lover. 

Lucinda. 

Not  all  the  fwains  the  world  can  ihow 
Can  from  this  bofom  drive  this  woe. 
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Or  bid  another  pafilon  glow 

Where  Damon  has  pofiefiion. 

Not  all  the  gifts  that  wealth  can  bring, 
Not  all  the  airs  that  you  can  fing, 

Nor  all  the  mufick  of  that  firing 
Can  banifh  his  impreffion. 

Thyrjis. 

Marriage  and  Death  forever  prove 
Deftrudtive  to  the  flames  of  love, 

With  equal  flrength  they  both  combine 
Hearts  once  united  to  disjoin  ; 

Hence  mutual  loves  fo  loon  remit. 
Hence  die  the  fires  that  Cupid  lit. 

Female  tears  and  April  fnow 
Sudden  come  and  fudden  go—. 

Since  his  head  is  levell’d  low 
Ceafe  the  memory  of  your  woe. 

Never  yet  was  reafon  found 
So  diffracted  with  love’s  wound 
As  to  be  in  borrow  drown’d 
For  a  lover  under  ground. 

Lucinda. 

What  a  picture  have  I  feen  !— - 
What  can  all  thefe  vifions  mean  !— * 
Winter  groves  and  empty  halls, 

Coffins  wrapt  in  velvet  palls, 
Monuments  and  funerals  $ 

Forms  terrific  to  the  fight. 

Weeping  phantoms  clad  in  white. 
Streams  that  ever  feem’d  to  freeze 
Planted  round  with  cyprefs  trees 


2r  V  -A- 


% 


FEMALE  FRAILTY. 

Ever  drooping — never  green— 

What  a  vifion  have  I  feen  !  — 

One  I  faw  of  angel  kind, 

From  the  dregs  of  life  refin’d, 

All  in  beams  of  light  array’d, 

And  thus  the  gentle  fpirit  faid— 
i(  Fair  Lucinda,  come  to  me  : 
t(  What  has  grief  to  do  with  thee  ? 
t(  O  forfake  that  joylefs  fhore, 

“  Shrouded  all  with  darknefs  o’er— 

“  Could  you  but  a  moment  firay 
li  In  the  meadows  where  I  play, 

<(  You  would  beg  to  come  away— 

“  Come  away  !  and  fpeed  thy  flight, 

<c  All  with  me  is  endlefs  light.” 

Tbyrjts, 

You  have  not  yet  forgot  your  glooms, 
The  heavy  heart,  the  downcaft  eye. 

The  cheek  that  no  gay  fmile  afiumes. 

The  bread  that  heaves  a  figh. 

Lucinda . 

Had  you  the  fecret  caufe  to  grieve 
That  in  this  bread  doth  lie, 

Inftead  of  wifiring  to  relieve. 

You  would  bejud  as  I. 

Thyrjis. 

What  fecret  caufe  have  you  to  grieve— 

A  lover  gone  away  ?— 

If  one  was  able  to  deceive. 

Perhaps  another  may. 


If  if  ‘ 


' :  iii 


Luc'wda. 

My  lover  has  not  me  deceiv’d, 

A  part  he  would  difdain' — ■ 

But  he  is  gone — and  I  am  griev’d— 

He  11  never  come  again — < 

He’ll  nevercome  again  ! 

"Thyrjis. 

The  turtle  on  yon’  wither’d  bough. 

That  lately  mourn’d  her  murder’d  mate. 
Has  found  another  comrade  now— 

Such  changes  all  await  ! 

-^gain  her  drooping  plume  is  dreft. 

Again  Ihe’s  willing  to  be  bleft. 

And  takes  her  lover  to  her  nefb. 


If  nature  has  decreed  it  fo 
With  all  above,  and  all  below. 

Let  us,  like  them,  forget  our  woe. 
And  not  be  kill  d  with  forrow® 

If  I  Ihould  quit  your  arms  to-night 
And  cnance  to  die  before  ’twas  light, 
I  would  advife  you— and  you  might 
Love  again  to-morrow. 

Lucinda . 

ri  n>~  tui  tie  on  yon’  wither’d  tree  ! 

1  hat  turtle  never  felt  like  me _ . 

Hc<  giiej  is  but  a  moment’s  date  , 
Another  day  another  mate— 

Lefides,  obferve,  the  feather’d  race 

Hold  a  new  lover  no  difgrace— _ *- 

How  would  the  world  my  guilt  difplay  } 
Vr  Lat  would  cenforious  Chios  fay-  mu 
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Would  fay-— while  laughing  folly  hears— 
(t  She  made  a  conqucji  by  her  tears.” 

Thyrjis. 

My  Polly — once  the  pride  of  ail 

That  ihepherd  lads  their  charmers  call— 

Too  early  parted  with  her  bloom. 

And  fieeps  in  yonder  fur zy  tomb—  !  • 

Her  fate  has  let  me  free— 

Fair  as  the  day,  and  fweet  as  May, 

But  what  is  that  to  me  ! 

Since  all  mull  bow  to  death’s  arreft. 
No  love  deceas’d  fliall  rack  my  breaft- 
Come,  then,  Lucinda,  and  be  bleft. 

Lucinda » 

My  Damon  O  ! — can  I  forget 
The  day  you  left  thefe  longing  eyes 
O'er  northern  lakes  to  wander  far 
To  colder  climes,  and  darker  ikies  !— 
There,  fiirouded  in  his  wades  of  fn ovv. 

The  Briton  guards  the  icy  fhore. 

And  there  my  Damon  wanders  now*— 

The  Twain  that  fhaii  return  no  more  ! 

Lby'rjis. 

Weep,  weep  no  more,  my  lovely  Safs— 
The  pang  Is  o’er  that  fix’d  his  doom- — 

‘They  too  fhal!  to  defirr action  pafs. 

Nor  find  a  triumph  in  a  tomb. — — 

Ah  1  dry  thefe  tears — enough  arc  fired  — 
T  vey  too  ihall  have  their  hour  of  woe  j 
Fled  is  their  fame — their  honours  lied— 
Por  Washington  fliail  lay  them  low. 
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Lucinda. 

If  you  had  once  a  foldier’s  guife. 

The  fplendid  coat,  the  fprightly  air, 
You  might  feem  charming  in  thefe  eyes, 
Nor  would  I  quite  defpair. 

There’s  fomething  in  your  face,  I  find 

Recalling  Damon  to  my  mind _ 

fie  s  dead—— but  I  niuft  be  refign’d  ! 

His  handfome  Ihape,  his  manly  face, 

Kis  youthful  Hep  in  you  I  trace _ 

AU,  all  I  with  for,  but  the  lace . 

* Thyrjis . 

For  you  I  would  forego  my  eafe. 

And  traverfe  lakes,  or  ravage  feas. 

And  drefs  in  lace,  or  what  you  pleafe. 

This  enchanting  month  of  May, 

So  bright,  fo  bloomy,  and  fo  gay. 
Claims  our  nuptials  on  this  day. 

For  her  vernal  triumphs,  we 
Tune  the  harp  to  fymphony-— 

Conqueft  has  attended  me! 

Brighteft  feafon  for  the  mind. 

Vigorous,  free,  and  unconfin’d. 

Golden  age  of  human  kind. 

Still  at  variance  with  thy  charms 
Death’s  eternal  empire  Hands— 

Hymen ,  come — while  rapture  warms. 

And  give  Lucinda  to  my  arms. 
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^ONG  have  I  fat  on  this  difaft’rous  fhore, 

And,  fighing,  fought  to  gain  a  paffage  o’er 
To  Europe’s  towns,  where,  as  our  travellers  fay. 
Poets  may  flourilh,  or,  perhaps  they  may  5 
Bat  fuch  abufe  has  from  your  coarfe  pen  fell 

I  think  I  may  defer  my  voyage  as  well. 

Why  fhould  I  far  in  fearch  of  honour  roam. 

And  dunces  leave  to  triumph  here  at  home  ? 

Great  Jove  in  wrath  a  fpark  of  genius  gave. 
And  bade  me  drink  the  mad  Pierian  wave, 

Hence  camethefe  rhimes,  with  truth  afcrib’d  to  me. 
That  fwell  thy  little  foul  to  jealoufy  : 

If  thus,  tormented  at  thefe  flighty  lays, 

You  ftrive  to  blaft  what  ne’er  was  meant  for  praife, 
How  will  you  bear  the  more  exalted  rhime 
By  labour  polilh’d,  and  matur’d  by  time  ? 

% 

Devoted  madman  !  whatinfpir’d  thy  rage. 

Who  bade  thy  foolilh  mufe  with  me  engage  ? 

Againft  a  wind-mill  would’ft  thou  try  thy  might, 
Againft  a  giant  would  a  pigmy  fight  ? 

What  could  thy  fianderous  pen  with  malice  arm 
To  injure  him,  who  never  did  thee  harm  i* 1 
Have  I  from  thee  been  urgent  to  attain 
The  mean  ideas  of  thy  barren  brain  ? 


56  mac  swiggen-  a  c  „  , 

Have  I  been  feen  in  borrowed  clothes  to  ftine, 
And,  when  detefled,  fwear  by  Jove  they’re  mine 
°  m,fcrcant>  hoftile  to  thine  own  repofe. 

From  thy  own  envy  thy  deftruftion  flows  ! 

BtEss-n  be  our  weftern  world-its  fcenes  cnnf 
To  raife  a  poet’s  fancy  and  his  Are, 

Lo,  biue-topt  mountains  to  the  Ikies  afcend  ! 

Lo,  fhady  forefts  to  the  breezes  bend  ! 

See  mighty  ftreams  meandering  to  the  main  > 

See  lambs  and  lambkins  fport  on  every  plain  t 
The  fpotted  herds  in  flowery  meadows  fee  ! 

But  what,  ungenerous  wretch,  are  thefe  to  thee  •— 
You  find  no  charms  in  all  that  nature  yields, 

Then  leave  to  me  the  grottoes  and  the  fields  . 

I  interfere  not  with  your  vaft  defign _ 

Purfueyour  fludies,  and  I’ll  follow  mine, 

Purfue  well  pleas’d  your  rheologic  fchemes, 

Attend  profeflbrs,  and  correct  your  themes. 

Still  fome  dull  nonfenfe,  low-bred  wit  inven  t, 

Or  prove  from  feripture  what  it  never  meant,’ 

°r  far  through  law,  that  land  of  fcoundreis,  Amy 
And  truth  difguife  through  all  your  mazy  way. 
Wealth  you  may  gain,  your  clients  you  may  foueeze 
And  by  long  cheating,  learn  to  live  at  eafe  ; 

It  but  in  IVood  or  Littleton  well  read, 

The  devil  ihall  help  you  to  your  daily  bread. 

O  waft  me  far,  ye  mufes  of  the  weft— 

Give  me  your  green  bowers  and  foft  feats  of  reft— 
Thrice  happy  in  thofe  dear  retreats  to  find 
A  fafe  retirement  from  all  human  kind— 

Though  dire  misfortunes  every  ftep  attend, 

T  he  mufe,  ftill  focial,  ftill  remains  a  friend-^ 
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In  folitude  her  converfe  gives  delight, 

With  gay  poetic  dreams  hie  cheers  the  night, 


She  aids  me,  fliields  me,  bears  me  on  her  wings, 

In  fpite  of  growling  whelps,  to  high,  exalted  things* 
Beyond  the  mifcreants  that  my  peace  moleft, 
Mifcreants,  with  dullnefs  and  with  rage  oppreft. 

Hail,  great  Mac  Swiggen  !  foe  to  honeh  fame* 
Patron  of  dunces,  and  thyfelf  the  fame, 

You  dream  of  conqueft— tell  me,  how,  or  whence? 
Adi  like  a  man  and  combat  me  with  fenfe— * 

This  evil  have  I  known,  and  known  but  once. 

Thus  to  be  gall’d  and  flander’d  by  a  dunce. 

Saw  rage  and  weaknefs  join  their  daftard  plan 
To  crulh  the  fhadow,  not  attack  the  man. 

Vv  hat  fwarms  of  vermin  from  the  fultry  fouth 
Like  frogs  furround  thy  peftilential  mo  uth— 


Clad  in  the  garb  of  facred  fandfity , 

What  madnefs  prompts  thee  to  invent  a  lie  ? 

Thou  bafe  defender  of  a  wretched  crew. 

Thy  tongue  let  loofe  on  thofe  you  never  knew. 

The  human  fpiritwith  the  brutal  join’d. 

The  imps  ofOrcus  in  thy  breaft  combin’d. 

The  genius  barren,  and  the  wicked  heart 
Prepar’d  to  take  each  trifling  fcoundrei’s  part. 

The  turn’d  up  nofe,  the  monkey’s  foolitfi  face. 

The  fcom  of  reafon,  and  your  fire’s  difgrace-1 
Affiftme,  gods,  to  drive  this  dog  of  rhime 
Back  to  the  torments  of  his  native  clime. 

Where  dullnefs  mingles  with  her  native  earth, 

And  rhimes  not  worth  the  pang  that  gave  them  birth* 
Where  did  he  learn  to  write  or  talk  with  men-, 

A  fenfelefs  blockhead,  with  a  fcribbljng  pen-» 

N 
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In  vile  acroftics  thou  may’ll  pleafe  the  fair. 

Not  lefs  than  with  thy  looks  and  powder’d  hair, 

But  ftrive  no  more  with  rhime  to  daunt  thy  foes. 

Or,  by  the  flame  that  in  my  bofom  glows. 

The  mufe  on  thee  ihall  her  word  fury  fpend, 

And  hemp ,  or  •water,  thy  vile  being  end. 

Aspers’d  like  me,  who  would  not  grieve  and  rage 
Who  would  not  burn,  IVLac  Swiggen  to  engage  ? 

Nim  and  his  friends,  a  mean,  defigning  race, 

I?  lingly  I,  mud  combat  face  to  face— 

Alone  I  Hand  to  meet  the  foul-mouth’ d  train, 

Aflifted  by  no  poets  of  the  plain, 

Whofe  timerous  Mufes  cannot  fweil  their  theme 
Beyond  a  meadow  or  a  purling  ftream— — 

Were  not  my  breaft  impervious  to  defpair. 

And  did  not  Clio  reign  unrivall’d  there, 

•J  mult  expire  beneath  the  ungenerous  hoH, 

And  duilnefs  triumph  o’er  a  poet  loft. 

Rage  gives  me  wings,  and  fearlefs  prompts  me 
To  conquer  brutes  the  world  Ihould  blufh  to  own  : 

No  peace,  no  quarter  to  fuch  imps  I  lend, 

Death  and  perdition  on  each  line  I  fend  :  / 

Bring  all  the  wittlings  that  your  hofl:  fupplies, 

A  cloud  of  nonfenfe  and  a  ftorm  of  lies  — 

Your  kitchen  wit — Mac  Swiggen’s  loud  applaufe 
That  wretched  rhymer  with  his  lanthorn  jaws— 

His  deep-fet  eyes  forever  on  the  wink, 

His  foul  extracted  from  the  public  fink— 

All  fuch  as  he,  to  my  confufion  call— 

And  tho’  ten  myriads — I  defpife  them  all. 

Come  on,  Mac  Swiggen,  come — your  mufe  is  willing 
Yourprofe  is  merry,  but  your  verfe  is  killing— 


Ccme  on,  attack  ms  with  that  whining  profe, 

Your  beard  is  red,  and  fwine-like  is  your  nole. 

Like  burning  bruih  your  briftdy  head  of  hair, 

The  ugiieft  image  of  a  G  reenland  bear— 

Come  on — attack  me  with  your  choice/!  rhimes, 
Sound  void  of  fenfe  betrays  the  unmeaning  chimes— 
Come,  league  your  forces  ;  all  your  wit  combine, 

Your  wit  not  equal  to  the  bold  defign - 

The  heavie/b  arms  the  Mufe  can  give,  I  wield. 

To  /bretch  Mac  Swiggen  floundering  on  the  field, 
’Swiggen,  who,  aided  by  fome  fpurious  Mufe, 

But  bellows  nonfenfe,  and  but  writes  abufe, 
'Swiggen,  immortal  and  unfading  grown, 

But  by  no  deeds  or  merits  of  his  own- - 

So,  when  fome  hateful  mon/ber  fees  the  day, 

In  fpirits  we  preferve  it  from  decay. 

But  for  what  end,  it  is  not  hard  to  guefs— 

Not  for  its  value,  but  its  ugline/s. 

Now,  by  the  winds  which  /hake  thy  rubric  mop, 
(That  ne/b  of  witches,  or  that  barber’s  /hop) 

Mac  Swiggen,  hear — Be  wife  in  times  to  come, 

A  dunce  by  nature,  bid  thy  mufe  be  dumb. 

Left- you,  devoted  to  the  infernal  ikies, 

Defcend,  like  Lucifer,  no  more  to  rife  —  — 

Sick  of  all  feuds,  to  Reafon  I  appeal 
From  wars  of  paper ,  and  from  wars  of  fleet. 

Let  others  here  their  hopes  and  wi/hes  end, 

I  to  the  fea  with  weary  fteps  defcend, 

Qn.it  the  mean  conqueft  that  fuch  fwine  might  yield 
And  leave  Mac  Swiggen  to  enjoy  the  field — 

In  di/bant  ifies  fome  happier  fcene  I’ll  choofe. 

And  court  in  fofter  /hades  the  unwilling  Mufe, 
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1  hnce  haPF7  through  peaceful  plains  to  rove* 

Or  the  cool  verdure  of  the  Orange  grove, 

Safe  from  the  mifcreants  that  my  peace  molefh, 
Mifcreants,  with  dullnefs  and  with  rage  oppreft* 
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HOUSE  of  NIGHT  : 

A  VISION. 

ADVERTISEMENT— -This  Poem  is  founded  upon  the  au¬ 
thority  of  Scripture,  inafmuch  as  thefe  facred  books  aflert,  that 
the  lajl  enemy  that  Jl: all  be  conquered  is  Death.  For  the  purpofes  of 
poetry  he  is  here  perfonified,  and  reprefented  as  on  his  dying  bed. 
The  lceneis  laid  at  a  folitary  palace,  (the  time  midnight)  which, 
tho’  before  beautiful  and  joyous,  is  now  become  fad  andfgloomy, 
as  being  the  abode  and  receptacle  of  Death.  Its  owner,  an  ami¬ 
able  majeftic  youth,  who  had  lately  loft  a  beloved  confort,  never- 
thelefswitha  noble  philofophical  fortitude  and  humanity  enter*/ 
tains  him  in  a  friendly  manner,  and  by  employing  Phvficians,  en¬ 
deavours  to  reftore  him  to  healthfaltho’  an  enemy ;  convinced  of 
the  excellence  and  propriety  of  that  divine  precept.  If  thine  enemy 
hunger,  feed  him  ;  if  he  thirjl ,  gi've  him  drink.  He  neverthelefs, 
as  if  by  a  fpirit  of  prophecy,  informs  this  (fiCtitioufly)  wicked  being 
of  the  certainty  of  his  doom,  and  reprefents  to  him  in  a  pathetic 
manner  the  vanity  of  his  expectations,  either  of  a  reception  into 
the  abodes  of  the  juft,  or  continuing  longer  to  make  havock  of 
mankind  upon  earth.  The  patient  finding  his  end  approaching, 
compofes  his  epitaph,  and  orders  it  to  be  engraved  on  his  tomb- 
ftone,  hinting  to  us  thereby,  that  even  Death  and  Diftrefs  have 
vanity ;  and  would  be  remembered  with  honour  after  he  is  no 
more,  altho’his  whole  life  has  been  fpent  in  deeds  of  devaftation 
and  murder.  He  dies  at  laft  in  the  utmoft  agonies  of  defpair,  after 
agreeing  with  an  avaricious  Undertaker  to  intomb  his  bones.  This 
reflects  upon  the  inhumanity  of  thofe  men,  who,  not  to  mention 
an  enemy,  would  fcarcely  cover  a  departed  friend  with  a  little  duft, 
without  certainty  of  reward  for  fo  doing.  The  circumftances  of 
his  funeral  are  then  recited,  and  the  vifionary  and  fabulous  part 
of  the  poemdilappears.  It  concludes  with  a  few  reflexions  on  the 
impropriety  of  a  too  great  attachment  to  the  prefent  life,  and  in¬ 
centives  to  fuch  moral  virtue  as  may  afliit  in  conducting  us  to  a 
better. 


I. 

TT REMBLING  I  write  my  dream,  and  recollect 
A  fearful  vilion  at  the  midnight  hour  j 
So  late,  Death  o’er  me  fpread  his  fable  wings, 

Painted  with  fancies  of  malignant  power  ! 


r 
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2. 

Such  was  the  dream  the  fage  Chaldean  faw 
Difclos’d  to  him  that  felt  heavVs  vengeful  rod. 
Such  was  the  ghoft,  who  through  deep  filence  cry’d, 
okall  mortal  man— be  jujler  than  his  God. 

3- 

Let  others  draw  from  foiling  Ikies  their  theme. 

And  tell  of  climes  that  boaft  unfading  light, 

1  draw  a  darker  Scene,  replete  with  gloom, 

I  fing  the  horrors  of  the  Houfe  of  Night. 

4  • 

Stranger,  believe  the  truth  experience  tells, 
foetic  dreams  are  of  a  finer  call: 
i  han  thofe  which  o’er  the  fobcr  brain  diffus’d, 

Are  but  a  repetition  of  fome  a&ion  part. 

5* 

Fancy,  I  own  thy  power— -when  funk  in  fieep 
Thou  play’fi-  thy  wild  delufive  part  fo  well 
\  ou  lift  me  into  immortality, 

Dcpidl  new  heavens,  or  draw  the  fcenes  of  helh 

6. 

Ey  fome  fad  means,  when  Reafon  holds  no  fway. 
Lonely  I  rov’d  at  midnight  o’er  a  plain 

Where  murmuring  dreams  and  mingling  rivers  flow. 
Far  to  their  fprings,  or  feek  the  fea  again. 

7* 

Sweet  vernal  May  !  tho’  then  thy  woods  in  bloom 
Flounfh’d,  yet  nought  of  this  could  Fancy  fee, 

No  wild  pinks  blefs’d  the  meads,  no  green  the  fields, 
^ind  naked  feem’d  to  fond  each  lifelefs  tree; 

8. 

LAtk  was  the  iky,  and  not  one  friendly  for 


-  •  -  -V  Vt' 


The  HOUSE  of  NIGHT. 


103 

Shone  from  the  zenith  or  horizon,  clear, 

Mitt  fate  upon  the  woods,  and  darknefs  rode 
In  her  black  chariot,  with  a  wild  career. 

9- 

And  from  the  woods  the  late  refounding  note 
Iftued  of  the  loquacious  Whip-poor-will ^  * 

Hoarfe,  howling  dogs,  and  nightly  roving  wolves 
Clamour’d  from  far  off  clifts  invifible. 

10. 

Rude,  from  the  wide  extended  Chcjapeke 
I  heard  the  winds  the  dafhing  waves  aflail. 

And  faw  from  far,  by  picturing  fancy  form’d. 

The  black  fhip  travelling  through  the  noify  gale. 

1  j. 

At  laft,  by  chance  and  guardian  fancy  led, 

I  reach’d  a  noble  dome,  rais’d  fair  and  high, 

And  faw  the  light  from  upper  windows  flame, 

Prefage  of  mirth  and  hofpitality. 

12. 

And  by  that  light  around  the  dome  appear'd 
A  mournful  garden  of  autumnal  hue. 

Its  lately  pleahng  flowers  all  drooping  flood 
Amid  ft  high  weeds  that  in  rank  plenty  grew. 

1 3* 

The  Primrofe  there,  the  violet  darkly  blue, 

D  aides  and  fair  NarcifTus  ceas’d  to  rife. 

Gay  fpotted  pinks  their  charming  bloom  withdrew. 

And  Polyanthus  quench’d  its  thoufand  dyes. 

*  A  Bird  peculiar  to  America,  of  a  folitary  nature,  who  never 
fings  but  in  the  night.  Her  note  reiembles  the  name  given  to  lies' 
by  the  country  people. 
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14. 

No  plea  fan  t  fruitor  blofTom  gaily  foil'd. 

Nought  but  unhappy  plants  and  trees  were  feen. 
The  yew,  the  myrtle,  and  the  church-yard  elm, 
The  cyprefs,  with  its  melancholy  green. 

*5- 

There  cedars  dark,  the  ofier,  and  the  pine. 

Shorn  tamarilks,  and  weeping  willows  grew, 
x  he  poplar  tall,  the  lotos,  and  the  lime. 

And  pyracantha  did  her  leaves  renew. 

16. 

The  poppy  there,  companion  to  repofe, 

Display'd  her  blofToms  that  began  to  fall. 

And  here  the  purple  amaranthus  rofe 
With  mint  ftrong-feented,  for  the  funeral. 

T7» 

And  here  and  there  with  laurel  fhrubs  between 
A  tombftone  lay,  inferib'd  with  drains  of  woe. 
And  ftanzas  fad,  throughout  thedifmal  green. 
Lamented  for  the  dead  that  llept  below. 

18. 

Peace  t0  tbis  awful  dome  -'—when  ftrait  l  heard 
The  voice  of  men  in  a  fecluded  room. 

Much  did  they  talk  of  death,  and  much  of  life. 

Of  coffins,  ffirouds,  and  horrors  of  a  tomb. 

J9- 

Pathetic  were  their  words,  and  well  they  aim'd 
To  explain  themyftic  paths  of  providence 
Learn’d  were  they  all,  but  there  remain’d’not  I 
To  hear  the  upffiot  of  their  conference. 

20. 

Meantime  from  an  adjoining  chamber  came 
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Confufed  murmurings,  half  diftinguiih’d  founds. 

And  as  I  nearer  drew,  difputes  arofe 
Of  furgery,  and  remedies  for  wounds. 


21. 

Dull  were  their  feuds,  for  they  went  on  to  talk 
Of  Anchylofis ,  and  the  fhoulder  blade, 

Os  Femoris ,  Trochanters — and  whate’er 
Has  been  difcufs’d  by  Chefelden  or  Meade  : 

22. 

And  often  each  to  prove  his  notion  true 
Brought  proofs  from  Galen  or  Hippocrates—* 

But  fancy  led  me  hence — and  left  them  fo. 

Firm  at  their  points  of  hardy  No  and  Yes. 

23. 

Then  up  three  winding  ftairs  my  feet  were  brought 
To  a  high  chamber,  hung  with  mourning  fad. 
The  unfnufPd  candles  glar’d  with  vifage  dim, 
^Midft  grief,  in  ecflafy  of  woe  run  mad. 


24. 

A  wide  leaf’d  table  food  on  either  fide 
Well  fraught  with  phials,  half  their  liquids  fpent« 
And  from  a  couch,  behind  the  curtain’s  veil 
I  heard  a  hollow  voice  of  loud  lament. 

25. 

Turning  to  view  the  objetf:  whence  it  came, 

My  trighted  eyes  a  horrid  form  furvey’d  ; 


NOTES.]  Verfe  21.  Anchylofis— a  morbid  contraftion  of  the 
Joints. 

Verfe  - - Or  Femoris - the  thigh  bone. 

of  IT h2ITT - ^ochanters - two  proceffes  in  the  upper  part 

of  the  thigh  bone,  otherwife  called,  rotator  major  a  minor  in 
which  the  tendons  of  many  mufcles  terminate. 

O 


Fancy,  I  own  thy  power — Death  on  the  couch 
~V\  j  t h  fielhlefs  limbs,  at  rueful  length,  was  laid* 

26* 

And  o’er  his  head  flew  jealoufres  and  cares, 

Ghofts,  imps,  and  half  the  black  Tartarian  crew,- 
Arch-angels  damn’d,  nor  was  their  Prince  remote. 
Borne  on  the  vaporous  wings  of  Stygian  dew, 

27. 

Around  his  bed  by  the  dull  flambeaux’  glare, 

I  faw  pale  phantoms— -Rage  to  madnefs  vext. 

Wan,  wafting  grief,  and  ever  mufing  care, 

Diftrefsful  pain,  and  poverty  perplext. 

28. 

S^d  was  his  countenance,  if  we  can  call 
That  countenance ,  where  only  bones  were  feera 
And  eyes  funk  in  their  fockets,  dark  and  low. 

And  teeth,  that  only  fhow’d  themfelves  to  grin. 

29. 

Ref  t  was  his  fcull  of  hair,  and  no  frefh  bloom 
Of  chearful  mirth  fate  on  his  vifage  hoar  : 

Sometimes  he  rais  d  his  head,  while  deep  drawn  gi'03?l’3 
Were  mixt  with  words  that  did  his  fate  deplore, 

30. 

Oft  did  he  wifh  to  fee  the  day  light  fpring, 

And  often  toward  the  window  lean’d  to  hear. 

Fore-runner  of  the  fcarlet-mantled  morn. 

The  early  note  of  wakeful  Chanticleer . 

31* 

Thus  he' — But  at  my  hand  a  portly  youth 
Of  comely  countenance,  began  to  tell, 

“  That  this  was  Death  upon  his  dying  bed,- 
<c  Sullen,  morofe,  and  peevifh  to  be  well  $ 
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(t  Fixt  is  his  doom— the  mifcreant  reigns  no  more 
(<  The  tyrant  of  the  dying  or  the  dead  3 
((  This  night  concludes  his  all-confuming  reign, 

“  Pour  out,  yeheav’ns,  your  vengeance  on  his  head. 

33* 

c<  But  fince,  my  friends,  (faid  he)  chance  leads  you  here3 
“  With  me  this  night  upon  the  Tick  attend, 

“  You  on  this  bed  of  death  muft  watch,  and  I 
u  Will  not  be  diflant  from  the  fretful  fiend* 

34- 

“  Before  he  made  this  lofty  pile  his  home, 
i{  In  undifturb’d  repofe  I  fweetly  flept, 
i(  ®ut  when  he  came  to  this  fequefter’d  dome 
k<  Twas  then  my  troubles  came,  and  then  I  wept  5 

35* 

*l  Twice  three  long  nights,  in  this  fad  chamber,  I 
As  though  a  brother  languifh’d  in  defpair, 
u  Have  ’tended  faithful  round  his  gloomy  bed, 

“  Have  been  content  to  breathe  this  loathfome  air, 

36. 

*c  A  while  relieve  the  languors  that  I  feel, 

£C  Sleep’s  magic  forces  clofe  my  weary  eyes  3 
(c  Soft  o’er  my  foul  unwonted  11  umbers  flea!, 

(i  Aid  the  weak  patient  till  you  fee  me  rife* 

37* 

€c  But  let  no  {lumbers  on  your  eye-lids  fall^ 

44  That  if  he  afk  for  powder  or  for  pill 
You  may  be  ready  at  the  word  to  flart, 
t(  And  flill  feem  anxious  to  perform  his  will. 

38. 

The  bleeding  Saviour  of  a  world  undone 
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Bade  thy  companion  rife  toward  thy  foe, 

“  Then,  ftranger,  for  the  fake  of  Mary’s  fon. 

Thy  tears  of  pity  on  this  wretch  beflow. 

39* 

"I  was  he  that  ftole  from  my  adoring  arms 
“  -dJPaJia>  foe  the  lovelieft  of  her  kind, 

“  Tucretia’s  virtue,  with  a  Helen’s  charms, 

Chaims  of  the  face,  and  beauties  of  the  minda 

40. 

The  blufhy  cheek,  the  lively,  beaming  eye, 
i(  The  ruby  lip,  the  flowing  jetty  hair, 

Tne  ftatyie  tail,  the  afpedf  fo  divine, 

“  beauty,  you  would  think,  had  center’d  there. 

41* 

t{  Each  future  age  her  virtues  fhall  extol, 
iC  Nor  the  juft  tribute  to  her  worth  refufe  5 
Fam  d,  to  the  ftars  Urania  bids  her  rife, 

“  Theme  of  the  moral,  and  the  tragic  Mufe. 

42. 

hveet  as  the  fragrance  of  the  vernal  morn, 

Nipt  in  its  bloom  this  faded  flower  I  fee  ; 

The  infpiring  angel  from  that  breaft  is  gone, 

“  Bfe's  warm  tide  forever  chill’d  in  thee  ! 

43- 

“  Such  charms  fhall  greet  my  longing  foul  no  more, 

“  Her  lively  eyes  are  clos’d  in  endlefs  fhade, 

Torpid,  die  refts  on  yonder  marble  floor  j 
“  Approacii,  and  fee  what  havock  Death  has  made. 

44* 

“  Yet,  ftranger,  hold— her  charms  are  fo  divine, 
i(  Such  tints  of  life  ftill  on  her  vifage  glow. 

That  even  in  oeath  this  flumbering  bride  of  mine 


a  May  feize  thy  heart,  and  make  thee  wretched  too. 

45* 

(t  O  fhun  the  fight — forbid  thy  trembling  hand 
t(  From  her  pale  face  to  raile  the  enlhrouding  lawn,— 
iC  Death  claims  thy  care,  obey  his  Hern  command, 

“  Trim  the  dull  tapers,  for  i  lee  no  dawn  I” 

46. 

So  faid,  at  Death’s  left  fide  1  fate  me  down. 

The  mourning  youth  toward  his  right  reclin’d  j 
Death  in  the  middle  lay,  with  all  his  groans. 

And  much  he  tofs’d  and  tumbled,  ligh’d  and  pin’d. 

47* 

But  now  this  man  of  hell  toward  me  turn’d. 

And  ftrait,  in  hideous  tone,  began  to  fpeak. 

Long  held  he  fage  difcourfe,  buc  I  forbore 
To  anfwer  him,  much  icfs  his  news  to  leek. 

48. 

He  talk’d  of  tomb-ftones  and  of  monuments. 

Of  Equinoxial  climes  and  India  fhores. 

He  talk’d  of  flats  that  Ihed  their  influence. 

Fevers  and  plagues,  and  all  their  noxious  flores. 

49. 

He  mention’d  too  the  guiletui  calenture^ 

Tempting  the  failor  on  the  deep  fea  main,. 

That  paints  gay  groves  upon  the  ocean  floor. 

Beckoning  her  victim  to  the  faithlefs  i'cene. 

5°* 

Much  fpoke  he  of  the  myrtle  and  the  yew, 

NOTE.]  Verfe  49 _ Calenture - an  inflammatory  fever^ 

attended  with  a  delirium  common  in  long  voyages  at  fea,  in  which 
the  di  'eafed  perfons  fancy  the  fea  to  be  green  fields  and  meadows, 
and,  if  they  are  not  hindered,  will  leap  overboard.. 
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Of  ghofts  that  nightly  walk  the  church-yard  o’er. 

Of  fcorms  that  through  the  wint’ry  ocean  blow 
And  dalh  the  the  weU-mann’d  galley  on  the  Ihore, 

5U 

Of  broad-mouth’d  cannons,  and  the  thunderbolt. 

Of  fieges  and  convulfions,  dearth  and  fire. 

Of  poifonous  weeds  but  feem’d  to  fneerlt  thefe 
Who  by  the  laurel  o’er  him  did  afpire. 

52* 

Then  with  a  hollow  voice  thus  went  he  on, 

Oet  up,  and  fearch,  and  bring,  when  found,  to 
Some  cordial,  potion,  orfome  pleafant  draught, 

"  Sweet,  fiumb’rous  poppy,  or  the  mild  Eohea, 

53*? 

fC  Buthark>  m>r  Paying  friend— !— and,  if  you  can, 

“  Deceive  the  grim  phyfician  at  the  door— 

“  BnnShalf  the  mountain  fprings— ah  !  hither  bring 
The  cold  rock  water  from  the  fiiady  bower. 

54* 

“  For  till  this  night  fuch  tfcirft  did  ne’er  invade, 

“  A  thirft  provok’d  by  heav’n’s  avenginghand  j 
“  Hence  bear  me,  friends,  to  quaff,  and  quaff  again 
The  cool  wave  bubbling  from  the  yellow  fand. 

55* 

1  o  thefe  dark  walls  with  ftately  ftep  I  came, 

“  Prepar’d  your  drugs  and  dofes  to  defy  j 
“  Smit  with  the  love  of  never  dying  fame, 

I  came,  alas  !  to  conquer— not  to  die  !” 

56* 

Glad,  from  his  fide  I  fprang,  and  fetch’d  the  draught, 
Which  down  his  greedy  throat  he  quickly  fwills, 

Then  on  a  fecond  errand  fent  me  ftrait 
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To  fearch  in  fomedark  corner  for  his  pills. 

57* 

Quoth  he,  ££  Thefe  pills  have  long  compounded  been 
*£  Of  dead  men’s  bones  and  bitter  roots,  I  trow  $ 

<£  But  that  I  may  to  wonted  health  return, 
fi  Throughout  my  lank  veins  fliall  their  fubflance  go.” 

58. 

So  down  they  went — He  rais’d  his  fainting  head 
And  oft  in  feeble  tone  eflay’d  to  talk  ; 

Quoth  he,  ££  Since  remedies  have  fmall  avail, 

<£  Afiift  unhappy  Death  once  more  to  walk.” 

59* 

Then  (lowly  riling  from  his  loathfome  bed, 

On  walled  legs  the  meagre  monfter  Hood, 

Gap’d  wide,  and  foam’d,  and  hungry  feem’d  to  alk$ 
Tho’  lick,  an  endlefs  quantity  of  food. 

60. 

Said  he,  ££  The  fweet  melodious  flute  prepare, 

“  The  anthem,  and  the  organ’s  folemn  found, 

*<  Such  as  may  iTrike  my  foul  with  ecllacy, 

((  Such  as  may  from  yon’  lofty  walls  rebound. 

61. 

ii  Sweet  mufic  can  the  hercell  pains  alfuage, 

££  She  bids  the  foul  to  heav’n’s  bleft  manlions  rife, 
t{  She  calms  defpair,  controuls  infernal  rage 
<£  And  deepeft  anguilh,  when  it  hears  her,  dies. 

62. 

c£  And  fee,  the  mizzling,  mifty  midnight  reigns, 

«£  And  no  foft  dews  are  on  my  eye-lids  fent—  ! 
et  Here,  ftranger,  lend  thy  hand  5  aflift  me,  pray, 
iC  To  walk  a  circuit  of  no  large  extent,”——* 
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n  mj  pref  Moulders  leaning,  round  he  went. 
And  could  have  made  the  boldeft  fpe&re  flee, 

I  led  him  up  flairs,  and  I  Jed  him  down. 

But  not  one  moment’s  reft  from  pain  got  he. 


64. 

Torn  with  his  dart,  its  cufp  unpointed  now, 

7  hnCe  WIth  main  length  he  fmote  the  trembl 
7  he  roor  ‘ehounde d  to  the  fearful  blow, 

And  Cleon  flatted,  doom’d  to  fleep  no  more. 


?ng  floor 


When  thus  fpoke  Death,  impatient  of  controul, 

Qp.ek,  move,  and  bring  from  yonder  black  bureau 

1  he  facred  book  that  may  preferve  my  foul 
“  Fr0m  IonS  damnation,  and  eternal  woe. 


66. 

“  "’ith  !t  b"°?-for  you  may  find  them  there 

“The  works  of  holy  authors,  dead  and  gone, 

The  facred  tome  of  moving  Drelincourt, 

“  0r  whatmore  Sherlock  mus’d  upon  • 

67. 

And  read,  my  Cleon,  what  thefe  fages  fay, 

“  And  what  the  facred  Penman  hath  declar’d, 

“  That  when  the  wicked  leaves  his  odious  way. 

His  fins  filial  J  vaniih,  and  his  foul  be  fpar’d.” 

68. 

But  he,  unmindful  of  the  vain  command, 

Reafon’d  with  Death,  nor  were  his  reafonings  few: 
Quoth  he  “  My  Lord,  what  frenzy  moves  your  brain, 
ray,  what,  my  lord,  can  Sherlock  be  to  you, 

69. 

“  Or  all  the  fage  divines  that  ever  wrote, 
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r<  Grave  Drelincourt,  or  heaven’s  unerring  page  • 

“  Thefe  point  their  arrows  at  your  hoftile  breaft, 

“  And  raife  new  pains  that  time  mull  ne’er  aflfuage. 

7°. 

€t  And  why  fhould  thus  thy  woe  difturb  my  reft  ? 
ce  Much  of  Theology  I  once  did  read, 

“  And  there  ’tis  fixt,  fure  as  my  God  is  To, 

“  That  Death  fhali  perifh,  tho’  a  God  fhould  bleed. 

71* 

“  The  martyr,  doom’d  the  pangs  of  fire  to  feel, 

“  Lives  but  a  moment  in  the  fultry  blaft  ; 

The  viftim  groans,  and  dies  beneath  the  fteel,  ; 

“  But  thy  feverer  pains  fhali  always  laft. 

72. 

O  mifcreant  vile,  thy  age  has  made  thee  doat— 

If  peace,  if  facred  peace  were  found  for  you, 

“  Hel1  would  cry  out,  and  all  the  damn’d  arife 
<c  And,  more  deferving,  feek  for  pity  too. 

73- 

See/c  not  for  Paradife—— -’tis  not  for  thee, 

“  Where  high  in  heaven  its  fweeteft  blofibms  blow, 

“  Nor  even  where  gliding  to  the  Perfian  main 

Thy  waves,  Euphrates,  through  the  garden  flow  l 

74. 

“  Bloody  has  been  thy  reign,  O  man  of  hell, 

WTo  fympathiz  d  with  no  departing  groan  j 
iC  Cruel  waft  thou,  and  hardly  doft  deferve 
To  have  Hie  Jacet  ftampt  upon  thy  ftone, 

75- 

il  He  that  could  build  his  manfion  o’er  the  tombs, 

“  Depending  ftill  on  ficknefs  and  decav, 
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^>Ui)  dwell  unmov’d  amidft  thefe  drowfier  glooms. 
May  laugh  tne  dulleft  of  thefe  /hades  away* 

76. 

t(  Remember  how  with  unrelenting  ire 
“  You  tore  the  infant  from  the  unwilling  breaft— 
Aspasia  fell,  and  Cleon  mu  ft  expire, 

Doom’d  by  the  impartial  God  to  endlefs  reft  : 

77- 

“  In  vain  with  ftars  he  deck’d  yon’  fpangled  /kies, 

And  bade  the  mind  to  heaven’s  bright,  regions  foar, 
iC  And  brought  fo  far  to  my  admiring  eyes 
“  A  glimpfe  of  glories  that  /hall  blaze  no  more  ! 

78. 

<c  Even  now  to  glut  thy  devili/h  wrath,  I  fee 
From  eaftern  realms  a  wafteful  army  rife  : 

<f  Why  elfe  thofe  lights  that  tremble  in  the  north  ? 

“  Why  elfe  yon’  comet  blazing  through  the  /kies  ? 

79’ 

u  Rejoice  O  fiend  5  Britannia’s  tyrant  fends 
“  From  German  plains  his  myriads  to  our  /hore. 

1C  The  fierce  Hibernian  with  the  Briton  join’d _ 

“  Bring  them  ye  winds  !  but  waft  them  back  no  more. 

*80. 

To  you,  alas  !  the  fates  in  wrath  deny 
((  The  comforts  to  our  parting  moments  due, 

“  And  leave  you  here  to  langui/h  and  to  die, 
u  Your  crimes  too  many,  and  your  tears  too  few. 

81. 

<c  No  cheering  voice  to  thee  /hall  cry,  Repent ! 

As  once  it  echoed  through  the  wildernefs— 
iC  No  patron  died  for  thee— —damn’d,  damn’d  art  thou 
“  Like  all  the  devils,  nor  one  jot  the  lefs. 


— 
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82. 

A  gloomy  land,  with  fullen  Ikies  is  thine, 

<(  Where  never  role  or  amaranthus  grow, 

“  No  daffodills,  nor  comely  columbine, 

“  No  hyacinths  nor  afphodels  for  you. 

°0* 

(<  The  barren  treOs  that  flourifh  on  the  hi  ore 
“  With  leaves  or  fruit  were  never  feen  to  bend, 

<c  O’er  languid  waves  unblofl'om’d  branches  bans, 
{<  And  every  branch  fuftains  fome  vagrant  Iierid. 

84. 

“  And  now  no  more  remains,  but  to  prepare 
ii  To  take  poffeffion  of  thy  punifhment, 

That’s  thy  inheritance,  that  thy  domain, 

(i  A  land  ot  bitter  woe,  and  loud  lament. 

85. 

ii  And  oh  that  He,  who  fpread  the  univerle, 

“  Would  call  one  pitying  glance  on  thee  below  ; 

“  Millions  of  years  in  torments  thou  might’ll  fry, 
<(  But  thy  eternity  ! — who  can  conceive  its  woe  ! 


Q  C, 

O  yj  • 


He  heard,  and  round  with  his  black  eye-balls  gaz’d. 
Full  of  defpair,  and  curs’d,  and  rav’d,  and  fwore  : 
iC  And  fince  this  is  my  doom,  faid  he,  call  up 
<e  Your  wood-mcchanics  to  my  chamber  door  : 

87. 

Ci  Blame  not  on  me  the  ravage  to  be  made  $ 
ci  Proclaim, — even  Death  abhors  fuch  woe  to  fee  j 
4*  I  11  quit  the  world,  while  decently  I  can, 

‘c  And  leave  the  work  to  George  my  deputy* 

82. 

Up  ru Ih’d  a  band,  with  compares  and  fcales 


To  meafure  his  him  carcafe,  Jong  and  lean— 

“  Be  fure>  faid  he>  ^  frame  my  coffin  ftrong, 

“  Y°U'  mafter  workman,  and>0Urmen,  I  mean  : 

89. 

“  For  5f  the  DevI1»  fo  late  my  trufty  friend, 

“  Should  get  one  hint  where  I  am  laid,  from  you, 

“  Not  withn]y  foul  content,  he’d  fee k  to  find 
“  That  mouldering  mafs  of  bones,  my  body,  too  i 

90. 

“  Of  hardeft  ebon  let  the  plank  be  found, 

With  clamps  and  ponderous  bars  fecur’d  around* 
That  if  the  box  by  Satan  ffiould  be  ftorm’d. 

It  maybe  able  for  refiftance  found.” 


tt 
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91- 

Yes,  faid  the  mailer  workman,  noble  Death, 

Your  coffin  ffiall  be  llrong— .that  leave  to  me _ 

But  who  ffiall  thefe  your  funeral  dues  difcharge  ? 
Nor  friends  nor  pence  you  have,  that  I  can  fee.” 


To  this  faid  Death—  “  You  might  have  alk’d  me  t< 
Eafe  caitiff,  who  are  my  executors, 

“  Where  my  eftate,  and  who  the  men  that  ffiall 
“  Partake  my  fubffance',  and  be  call’d  my  heirs. 


93- 

“  Know,  then,  that  hell  is  my  inheritance, 

“  The  devil  Bimfelf  my  funeral  dues  mull  pay— 
Go— fmce  you  mull  be  paid— go,  alk  of  him, 
For  he  nas  gold,  as  fabling  poets  fay.” 

94. 

Strait  they  retir’d — when  thus  he  gave  me  charge. 
Pointing  from  the  light  window  to  the  well, 

“  Go  three  miles  o’er  the  plain,  and  you  ffiall  fee 


<l  A  burying-yard  of  finners  dead,  unbleft. 

95- 

il  Amid  the  graves  a  fpiry  building  ftands 

Whofefolemn  knell  refounding  through  the  gloom 
iC  Shall  call  thee  o’er  the  circumjacent  lands 
ii  To  the  dull  manfion  deftin’d  for  my  tomb. 

96. 

<c  there,  fince  ’tis  dark,  I’ll  plant  a  glimmering  light 
“  Juft  fnatch’d  from  hell,  by  whofe  refle&ed  beams 
“  Thou  {halt  behold  a  tomb-ftone,  full  eight  feet, 

Fail  hy  a  grave,  replete  with  ghofts  and  dreams. 

97* 

il  And  on  that  ftone  engrave  this  epitaph 

Since  Death,  it  feems,  mull  die  like  mortal  men  3 
“  \  es — on  that  ftone  engrave  this  epitaph, 

“  -though  all  hell’s  furies  aim  to  fnatch  the  pen. 

98. 

t(  D*ath  in  this  tomb  his  ‘weary  bones  hath  laid , 
u  Sick  of  dominion  o'er  the  human  kind — 

Behold  ‘wbat  devafiations  he  hath  made, 

“  Survey  the  millions  by  his  arm  confin'd . 

99. 

Six  thoufiand years  has  fovereign fiway  been  mine, 
Alone,  but  tnyjelfi,  can  real  glory  claim  j 
“  Great  Regent  of  the  world  I  reign'd  alone, 

“  And  princes  trembled  wben  my  mandate  came. 

ICO. 

11  Vafi  and  unmatch'd  throughout  the  voorld  my  fame 
Takes  place  of  gods,  and  ajks  no  mortal  date — . 

No  :  by  myjelfi,  and  by  the  heavens,  Ifivear, 

A  ot  Alexander  s  name  is  half  Jo  great. 
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101. 

“  Nor /words  nor  darts  my  prowefs  could  wlthfarJ, 
“  All  quit  their  arms ,  and  bow'd  to  my  decree , 

“  Eruen  eighty  Julius  died  beneath  my  handy 
“  For  Jlaves  and  Cefars  were  the  fame  to  me  ! 

102. 

Traveller ,  wouldjl  thou  his  nob  left  trophies  feek, 
Search  in  no  narrow  fpot  obfcure  for  thofe  ; 

“  The  fea  profound,  the  furf ace  of  all  land 
“  Is  moulded  with  the  myriads  of  his  foes .” 

103. 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when  on  the  lofty  dome 
Rulh’d  from  the  clouds  a  hoarfe  refounding  blaft— 
Round  the  four  caves  fo  loud  and  fad  it  play’d 
As  though  all  mufick  were  to  breathe  its  laft. 

104. 

Warm  was  the  gale,  and  fuch  as  travellers  fay* 

Sport  with  the  winds  on  Zaara’s  barren  vvafle  ; 

Black  was  the  Iky,  a  mourning  carpet  fpread. 

Its  azure  blotted,  and  its  flars  o’ercaft  ! 

IOj. 

Lights  in  the  air  like  burning  flars  were  hurl’d. 

Dogs  howl’d,  heaven  mutter’d,  and  the  tempefl  biew. 
The  red  half-moon  peep’d  from  behind  a  cloud 
As  if  in  dread  the  amazing  feene  to  view. 

106. 

The  mournful  trees  that  in  the  garden  flood 
Bent  to  the  tempefl  as  it  rufh’d  along, 

The  elm,  the  myrtle,  and  the  cyprefs  fad 
More  melancholy  tun’d  its  bellowing  fong. 

107. 

No  more  that  elm  its  noble  branches  fpread. 
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The  yew,  the  cyprefs,  or  the  myrtle  tree. 

Rent  from  the  roots  the  tempeft  tore  them  down* 
And  all  the  grove  in  wild  confufion  lay. 

io8. 

Yet,  mindful  of  his  dread  command,  I  part 
Glad  from  the  magic  dome — nor  found  relief  j 
Damps  from  the  dead  hung  heavier  round  my  heart, 
While  fad’Temembrance  rous’d  her  Aores  of  grief. 

log. 

O’er  a  dark  field  I  held  my  dubious  way 
Where  Jack-a-lanthorn  walk’d  his  lonely  round. 
Beneath  my  feet  fubfiantial  darknefs  lay, 

And  fcreamswere  heard  from  the  diftemper’d  ground. 

no. 

Nor  look’d  I  back,  till  to  a  far  off  wood 


Trembling  with  fear,  my  weary  feet  had  fped-# 

Dark  was  the  night,  but  at  the  inchanted  dome 
I  faw  the  infernal  windows  flaming  red. 

hi. 

And  from  within  the  howls  of  Death  I  heard, 

Curfing  the  difmal  night  that  gave  him  birth. 

Damning  his  ancient  fire,  and  mother  fin, 

Who  at  the  gates  of  hell,  accurfed,  brought  him  forth. 

1 12. 

[For  fancy  gave  to  my  enraptur’d  foul 
An  eagle’s  eye,  with  keeneA  glance  to  fee. 

And  bade  thofe  diflant  founds  difiindlly  roll 
Which,  wTaking,  never  had  aftedted  me.] 

II3* 

Oft  his  pale  breaA  with  cruel  hand  he  fmote, 

And  tearing  from  his  limbs  a  winding  flieet 
Hoar  d  to  the  black  ikies,  while  the  woods  around. 
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As  wicked  as  himfelf,  his  words  repeat. 

I  14. 

Thrice  tow’rd  the  Ikies  his  meagre  arms  he  rear’d, 
Invok  d  all  hell,  and  thunders  on  his  head, 

Bid  hght’nmgs  fly,  earth  yawn,  and  tempers  roar. 
And  the  Tea  wrap  him  in  its  oozy  bed. 

IJ5* 

"  My  life  for  one  cool  draught  O,  fetch  your  fprings, 
“  Can  one  unfeeling  to  my  woes  be  found  ! 

“  No  friendly  vifage  comes  to  my  relief. 

But  ghofts  impend,  and  fpedlres  hover  round. 

1 1 6. 

“  Though  humbled  now,  difhearten’d  and  diftrefl, 

\  et,  when  admitted  to  the  peaceful  ground, 

With  heroes,  kings,  and  conquerors  I  fhall  reft. 

Shall  fleep  as  fafely,  and  perhaps  as  found.” 

1 1 7. 

Dim  burnt  the  lamp,  and  now  the  phantom  Death 
Gave  his  laft  groans  in  horror  and  defpair — 

<e  All  hell  demands  me  hence” — he  faid,  and  threw 
The  red  lamp  hilling  through  the  midnight  air. 

11S. 

Trembling,  acrofs  the  plain  my  courfe  I  held, 

And  found  the  grave-yard,  loitering  through  the  gloom. 
And,  in  the  midft,  a  hell-red,  wandering  light, 

Walking  in  fiery  circles  round  the  tomb. 

119. 

Among  the  graves  a  fpiry  building  Hood, 

Whofe  tolling  bell  refounding  through  thefiiade 
Sung  doleful  ditties  to  the  adjacent  wood, 

And  many  a  difmal  drowfy  thing  it  faid. 


This  fabrick  tall,  with  towers  and  chancels  grac’d. 
Was  rais’d  by  Tinners  hands,  in  ages  fled. 

The  roof  they  painted,  and  the  beams  they  brac’d. 
And  texts  from  feripture  o’er  the  walls  they  fpread  : 

121. 

But  wicked  were  their  hearts,  for  they  refus’d 
To  aid  the  helplefs  orphan,  when  diilreft, 

The  ihivering,  naked  ftranger  they  mis-us’d. 

And  banifli’d  from  their  doors  the  ftarving  guefl. 

122. 

By  laws  protedled,  cruel  and  prophane, 

1  he  poor  man  s  ox  thele  monflers  drove  away  . 

And  lei t  Dijlrefs  to  attend  her  infant  train. 

No  friend  to  comfort,  and  no  bread  to  flay. 

123. 

But  heaven  look’d  on  with  keen,  refen tful  eye. 

And  doom’d  them  to  perdition  and  the  grave. 

That  as  they  felt  not  for  the  wretch  diftrefl: 

So  heaven  no  pity  on  their  fouls  would  have. 

124. 

In  pride  they  rais’d  this  building  tall  and  fair, 

1  heir  hearts  were  on  perpetual  mifehief  bent, 

With  pride  they  preach’d,  and  pride  was  in  their  prayer. 
With  pride  they  were  deceiv’d,  and  fo  to  hell  they  went! 

125. 

At  diftance  far  approaching  to  the  tomb 
By  lamps  and  lanthorns  guided  through  the  /hade 
A  coal-black  chariot  hurried  through  the  gloom, 
Spectres  amending,  in  black  weeds  array’d, 

126. 

Whofe  woeful  forms  yet  chill  my  foul  with  dread. 
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Each  wore  a  veft  in  Stygian  chambers  wove,. 
Death  s  kindied  al !•  Death’s  horfes  they  bekrode. 
And  gallop’d  fiercely,  as  the  chariot  drove. 

127. 

Each  horrid  face  a  grizly  mafic  conceal’d, 

Their  bufv  eyes  fnot  terror  to  my  foul 
As  now  and  then,  by  the  pale  lanthorn’s glare, 

I  faw  them  for  their  parted  friend  condole. 

128. 

Be'fore  the  herfe  Death’s  chaplain  feem’d  to  go, 
Who  throve  to  comfort,  what  he  could,  the  dead  5 
1  aik  d  much  of  Satan ,  and  the  land  of  woe, 

And  many  a  chapter  from  the  feriptures  read. 

129. 

At  lath  he  rais  d  the  fwelling  anthem  high. 

In  difmal  numbers  feem’d  he  to  complain  ; 

The  captive  tribes  that  by  Euphrates  wept. 

Their  hong  was  jovial  to  his  dreary  ftrain. 

130. 

That  done,  they  plac’d  the  carcafe  In  the  tomb. 

To  dull  and  dull  oblivion  now  refign’d. 

Then  turn’d  the  chariot  tow’rd  the  Houfe  of  Night, 
"Which  foon  flew  off ,  and  left  no  trace  behind. 

131. 

x>ut  as  I  koop  d  to  write  the  appointed  verfe. 

Swifter  than  thought  the  airy  feene  decay’d, 

Blufliing  the  morn  arofe,  and  from  the  eafl: 

'  With  her  gay  breams  of  light  difpelDd  the  fliade. 

What  is  this  Death ,  ye  deep  read  fophifts,  fay  ?  _ 

Death  is  no  more  than  one  unceafing  change  $ 

New  forms  arife,  while  other  forms  decay. 
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Yet  all  is  Life  throughout  creation’s  range, 

*33* 

The  towering  Alps,  the  haughty  Appenine 9 
The  Andes  wrapt  in  everlafting  fnow, 

The  Apalachian  and  th z  Ararat 
Sooner  or  later  mull  to  ruin  go. 

134- 

Hills  fink  to  plains,  and  man  returns  to  dull. 
That  dull  fupports  a  reptile  or  a  flower  ; 

Each  changeful  atom  by  feme  other  nurs’d 
Takes  fome  new  form,  to  perifli  in  an  hour. 

135. 

Too  nearly  join’d  to  ficknefs,  toils  and  pains, 
(Perhaps  for  former  crimes  imprifon’d  here) 
True  to  itfelf  the  immortal  foul  remains. 

And  feeks  new  manflons  in  the  ftarry  fphere. 

136. 

When  Nature  bids  thee  from  the  world  retire. 
With  joy  thy  lodging  leave,  a  fated  gueft. 

In  Paradife,  the  land  of  thy  deflre, 

Exifting  always,  always  to  be  bleft* 
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A 

^  LCANDER  died— the  rich,  the  great,  the  brave 

Even  fuch  mull  yield  to  heaven’s  fevere  decree, 

Death,  ftill  at  hand,  conduds  us  to  the  grave. 

And  humbles  monarchs  as  he  humbled  thee. 

2. 

Av hen,  lingering,  to  his  end  Alcander  drew, 

Officious  friends  befieg’d  his  lofty  door, 

impatient  they  the  dying  man  to  view 

And  touch  that  hand  theyfoon  muft  touch  no  more. 

3- 

Alas,  he’s  gone  !  the  fad  attendants  cry, 

Tied  is  the  breath  that  never  ffiall  return— 

“  Alas  !  he’s  gone  !  his  tearful  fridnds  reply, 

“  Spread  the  dark  crape, and  round  his  pale  corpfe  mourn. 

4. 

**  Ye  that  attend  the  pompous  funeral,  due, 

“  In  fab3e  ve^ments  let  your  limbs  be  clad, 

For  vulgar  deaths  a  common  forrow  ffiew, 

“  But  co%  griefs  are  for  the  wealthy  dead. 

5- 

Cf  Prepare  the  bleffings  of  the  generous  vine, 

C{  Let  bulls  and  oxen  groan  beneath  the  fteel, 

“  Thr^ghout  the  board  let  choiceft  dainties  ffiine, 

“  To  every  gueft  a  generous  portion  deal.”— 
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6. 

A  mighty  crowd  approach’d  the  mourning  dome. 
Some  came  to  hear  the  fermon  and  the  prayer, 
Some  came  toihun  Xantippe’s  voice  at  home. 

And  fome  with  Bacchus  to  relieve  their  care. 

7* 

A  Le'vite  came,  and  ligh’d  among  the  reft, 

A  rufty  band  and  tatter’d  gown  he  wore, 

His  leaves  he  tumbled,  and  the  houfe  he  bleft, 
And  conn’d  his  future  fermon  o’er  and  o’er. 

S. 

And  oft  a  glance  he  caft  towards  the  wine 
Thatbrifkly  fparkled  in  the  glafly  vafe. 

And  often  drank,  and  often  wifh’d  to  dine, 

And  red  as  Phcebus  glow’d  his  fultry  face. 

Si- 

Much  did  he  chatter,  and  on  various  themes, 
Hepubli/h’d  news  that  came  from  foreign  climes, 
He  told  hisjefts,  and  told  his  laft  year’s  dreams. 
And  quoted  dull  fluff  from  lord  Wilmot’s  rhymes, 

10. 

And  dunn’d  the  mourners  for  his  parifli  dues 
With  face  of  brafs,  and  ferutinizing  eye, 

And  threaten’d  law-fuits  if  they  dar’d  refufe 
To  pay  his  honeft  earnings  punctually. 

11. 

An  honeft  fire,  who  came  in  Iucklefs  hour 
To  hear  the  fermon  and  to  fee  the  dead. 

Prefuming  on  this  confecrated  hour, 

Ventur’d  to  check  the  parfon  on  that  head. 

12. 

Quoth  he,  <(  Myprieft,  fuch  condudt  is  not  fit 
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For  other  fpeech  this  folemn  hour  demands  : 

What  if  your  parilh  owes  its  2nr.ual  debt, 

^  our  paiilh  ready  to  difcharge  it  ftands.” 

Nor  more  he  faid-for  charg'd  with  wounds  and  pain 
The  parfon’s  ibaff  like  Jove’s  own  lightning  flew, 
Which  cleft  his  jaw-bone  and  his  cheek  in  twain 
And  from  their  fotkets  half  his  grinders  drew.  ’  ’ 

14. 

Nor  lefs  deceas’d  fome  moments  lay  the  fire 
Than  if  from  heav'n  the  forked  lightnings  thrown 
had  pierc’d  him  with  their  inftantaneous  fire. 

And  fent  him  fmoking  to  the  world  unknown. 

At  laft  he  mov’d,  and,  weltering  in  his  gore. 

Thus  did  the  rueful,  wounded  vidim  fay, 

“  Convey  me  hence— f0  bloody  and  fo  fore 
“  I  cannot  wait  to  hear  the  parfon  pray  5 

16. 

“  And  if  I  did,  what  pleafure  could  be  mine--. 

“  Can  he  allure  me  to  the  world  of  blifs— 

“  Can  heprefent  me  at  the  heavenly  ilirine 

Who  breaks  my  bones,  and  knocks  me  down  in  this  ? 

l7* 

“  The  fcripture  fays— the  text  I  well  recall— 

A  Prieji  or  Bjjhcp  muji  no  Jiriker  be , 

Then  how  can  fuch  a  wicked  prieft  but  fall. 

Who  at  a  luneral  thus  has  murdered  me  ?” . 

18. 

Thus  he  But  now  the  fumptuous  dinner  came, 

The  Levite  boldly  feiz’d  the  nobler  place, 

Bdide  him  fate  the  woe-iiruck  widow’d  dame, 


Who  help’d  him  drain  the  brimful  china  vafe. 

ig. 

Which  now  renew’d,  he  drank  that  ocean  too.. 

Like  Polypbeme,  the  boon  Ulyfies  gave  j 
Another  came,  nor  did  another  do, 

For  dill  another  did  the  monger  crave, 

20. 

With  far-fetch’d  dainties  he  regal’d  his  maw. 

And  prais’d  the  various  meats  that  crown’d  the  board  ; 
On  tender  capons  did  the  glutton  gnaw, 

And  well  his  platter  with  profulion  ftor’d. 

2r. 

But  fpoke  no  words  of  grace — I  mark’d  him  well, 

I  fix’d  my  eye  upon  his  brazen  brow— - 
He  look’d  like  Satan  aiming  to  rebel, 

Such  pride  and  madneL  were  his  inmates  now. 

22. 

But  not  contented  with  this  hedloring  pried:. 

Sick  of  his  nonfenfe,  fjfdy  I  withdrew, 

And  at  a  calmer  table  Ihar’d  the  fead 
To  forrow  facred,  and  to  friendihip  due, 

23* 

Which  now  atchiev’d,  the  tolling  bell  remote 
Summon’d  the  living  and  the  dead  to  come, 

And  through  the  dying  fea-breeze  fwell’d  the  note, 

Dull  on  the  ear,  and  lengthening  through  the  gloom 

24. 

The  Bier  was  brought,  the  codly  coffin  laid, 

And  prayers  were  mutter’d  in  a  doleful  tone. 

While  the  fad  pall,  above  the  body  fpread. 

From  many  a  tender  bread  drew  many  a  groan. 
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25. 

The  Levitt  too  fome  tears  of  Bacchus  (hed— 
Reeling  before  the  long  procefiion,  he 
Strode  like  a  general  at  his  army’s  head. 

His  gown  in  tatters,  and  his  wig— ah  me  ! 

26. 

The  words  of  faith  in  both  his  hands  he  bore. 

Prayers,  cut  and  dry,  by  ancient  prelates  made. 

Who,  bigots  while  they  liv’d,  could  do  no  more 
Than  leave  them  (till  by  bigots  to  be  faid. 

27. 

But  he  admir’d  them  all  !_he  read  with  joy 
St.  Athanafius  in  his  thundering  creed. 

And  curs’d  the  men  whom  Satan  did  employ 
To  make  .ting  Charles,  that  heav’n-born  martyr,  bleed 

28. 

At  la  ft  they  reach’d  the  fpiry  building  high. 

And  foon  they  enter’d  at  the  eailern  gate— 

The  parfon  faid  his  prayers  moll  learnedly. 

And  mutter’d  more  than  memory  can  relate. 

29. 

Then  through  the  temple’s  lengthy  ides  they  went 
Approaching  Hill  the  pulpit’spainted  door 
From  whence,  on  Sundays,  many  a  vow  was  fent. 

And  fermons  plunder’d  from  fome  prelate’s  Here. 

30. 

Heie,  as  of  light,  tne  prieft  prepar’d  to  rife 
And  leave  the  corpfeand  gaping  crowd  below’. 

Like  fultry  Phtebus  glar’d  his  flaming  eyes, 

Lcfs  fierce  the  ftars  of  Greenland  evenings  glow. 

Up  to  the  pulpit  ftrode  he  with  an  air. 


.And  from  the  Preacher  thus  his  text  he  read, 

6t  Morelefleem,  and  better  is  by  far 
6e  A  dog  exiting  than  a  lion  dead. 

32* 

Go,  eat  thy  dainties  with  a  joyful  heart, 

£{  And  quaff  thy  wine  with  undiffembled  glee, 

(i  For  he  who  did  thefe  heavenly  gifts  impart 

Accepts  thy  prayers,  thy  gifts,  thy  vows,  and  thee. ’* 


The  SERMON. 

33* 

\ 

THESE  truths,  my  friends,  congenial  to  my  fern i. 
Demand  a  faithful  and  attentive  ear— 

No  longer  for  your  ’parted  friend  condole, 

No  longer  flied  the  tributary  tear. 

34- 

Curs’d  be  the  fobs,  thefe  ufelefs  floods  of  woe 
That  vainly  flow  for  the  departed  dead— 

If  doom’d  to  wander  on  the  coafts  below 
What  are  to  him  thefe  feas  of  grief  you  flied  ? 

35* 

If  heaven  in  pleafure  doth  his  hours  employ—' 

If  fighs  and  forrows  reach  a  place  like  this, 

T  hey  blaft  his  glories,  and  they  damp  his  joy. 

They  make  him  wretched  in  the  midfl:  of  blifs. 

36* 

And  can  you  yet— and  here  he  fmote  his  breaft«*» 

And  can  you  yet  bemoan  that  torpid  mafs 
Which  now  for  death,  and  defolation  drefl> 

R 
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Prepares  the  deep  gulph  of  the  grave  to  pafs, 

37- 

You  fondly  mourn — I  mourn  Alcandertoo, 
Alcander  late  the  living,  notthedead  ;* 

His  calks  I  broach’d,  his  liquors  once  I  drew. 

And  freely  there  on  choicelt  dainties  fed. 

3S. 

But  vani/h’d  are  they  now  ! — no  more  he  calls. 

No  more  invites  me  to  his  plenteous  board. 

No  more  I  caper  at  his  fplendid  balls, 

Or  drain  his  cellars,  with  profulion  llor’d* 

39- 

Then  why,  my  friends,  for  yonder  fenfelefs  clay. 
That  ne’er  again  befriends  me,  Ihould  I  mourn  ? 
Yon’  Ample  Haves  that  through  the  cane-lands  ftray 
Are  more  to  me  than  monarchs  in  the  urn. 

40. 

The  joys  of  wine,  immortal  as  my  theme. 

To  days  of  blifs  the  afpiring  foul  invite  j 
Life,  void  of  this,  a  punilhment  I  deem, 

A  Greenland  winter,  without  heat  or  light. 

41- 

Count  all  the  trees  that  crown  Jamaica’s  hills. 

Count  all  the  liars  that  through  the  heavens  you  fee. 
Count  every  drop  that  the  wide  ocean  fills  $ 

Then  count  the  pleafures  Bacchus  yields  to  me. 

42. 

The  aids  of  wine  for  toiling  man  were  meant  $ 

I  prize  the  fmiling  Caribbean  bowl— 

Enjoy  thofe  gifts  that  bounteous  nature  lent. 

Death  to  thy  pares,  refrefhing  to  the  foul. 
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43- 

Here  fixt  to-day  in  plenty’s  fmiling  vales, 

Juft  as  the  month  revolves  we  laugh  or  groan, 
September  comes,  feas  fwell  with  horrid  gales, 

And  old  Port  Royal's  fate  may  be  our  own. 

44* 

A  few  ftiort  years,  at  beft,  will  bound  our  fpan. 
Wretched  and  few,  the  Hebrew  exile  faid  $ 

Live  while  you  may,  be  jovial  while  you  can, 

Death  as  a  debt  to  nature  muft  be  paid. 

45- 

When  nature  fails,  the  man  exifts  no  more, 

And  death  is  nothing  but  an  empty  name, 

Spleen’s  genuine  offspring  at  the  midnight  hour. 

The  coward’s  tyrant,  and  the  bad  man’s  dream. 

46* 

You  afk  me  where  thefe  mighty  hofts  have  fled. 

That  once  exifted  on  this  changeful  ball  ?-— 

If  aught  remains,  when  mortal  man  is  dead, 

Where,  ere  their  birth  they  were,  they  now  are  all.# 

47- 

Like  infers  bufy,  in  a  fummer’s  day, 

We  toil  and  fquabble,  to  increafe  our  pain, 

Night  comes  at  laft,  and,  weary  of  the  fray, 

To  duft  and  darknefs  all  return  again. 

48 . 

Then  envy  not,  ye  fages  too  precife, 

The  drop  from  life’s  gay  tree,  that  damps  our  woe, 
jpJoah  himfelf,  the  wary  and  the  wife, 

*  %u<eris,  quo  jaceas  pojl  obitm  loco  — 

£>uo  non  nata  jaccnt* 
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A  vineyard  planted,  and  the  vines  did  grow  : 

49. 

Of  focial  foul  was  he— the  grape  he  prefa’d. 
And  drank  the  juice  oblivious  to  his  care  5 
Sorrow  he  banifh’d  from  his  place  of  reft, 

And  fighs  and  fobbing  had  no  entrance  there,, 

5°*" 

Such  blifs  be  ours  through  every  changing  fcene 
The  glowing  face  befpeaks  the  glowing  heart  j 
If  heaven  be  joy,  wine  is  to  heaven  a-kin. 

Since  wine,  on  earth,  can  heavenly  joys  impart. 

51- 

Mere  glow-worms  are  we  all,  a  moment  fhlne  ; 

I,  like  the  reft,  in  giddy  circles  run. 

And  Grief  ft  all  fay,  when  I  this  life  refign, 

“  His  glafs  is  empty,  and  his  frolks  done  !” 


52* 

HE  faid,  and  ceas’d— the  funeral  anthem  then 
From  the  deep  choir  and  hoarfe-ton’d  organ  came 
Such  are  the  honours  paid  to  wealthy  men, 

.But  who  for  Irus  would  attempt  the  fame  ? 

53* 

Now  from  the  church  returning,  as  they  went. 
Again  they  reach’d  Alcander’s  painted  hall. 

Their  fighs  concluded,  and  their  forrows  fpent. 
They  to  oblivion  gave  the  Funeral . 

54- 

The  holy  man,  by  bifhops  holy  made, 

Tun’d  up  to  harmony  his  trembling  firings. 

To  various  fongs  in  various  notes  he  play’d^ 

And,  as  he  plays,  as  gallantly  he  fmgs. 
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55* 

The  widow’d  dame,  lefs  penfive  than  before. 
To  fprightly  tunes  as  fprightly  did  advance, 
Her  loft  Alcander  fcarce  remember’d  more. 
And  thus  the  funeral  ended  in  a  dance. 


THE 
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Sweet  orange  grove,  the  faireft  of  the  ifle, 

In  thy  foft  ihade  luxurioufly  reclin’d, 

Where,  round  my  fragrant  bed,  the  flowrets  fmile. 

In  fvveet  delufions  I  deceive  my  mind. 

JBut  Melancholy’s  glooms  afiail  my  breaft. 

For  potent  nature  reigns  defpotic  here  • _ 

A  nation  ruin’d,  and  a  world  opprefs’d. 

Might  rob  the  boldeft  Stoic  of  a  tear. 


1. 

Sick  of  thy  northern  glooms,  come,  fnepherd,  feek 
More  equal  climes,  and  a  ferener  fky  : 

"Why  fhouldft  thou  toil  amid  thy  frozen  ground. 

Where  half  year’s  fnows,  a  barren  profpedt  lie, 

2. 

When  thou  mayft  go  where  never  froft  was  feen, 

Or  north-weft  winds  with  cutting  fury  blow, 

Where  never  ice  congeal’d  the  limpid  ftream, 

Where  never  mountain  tipt  its  head  with  fnow  > 
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3- 

Twice  feven  daysprofperous  gales  thy  barque  fliall  bear 
Toifles  that  flourifh  in  perpetual  green. 

Where  richeft  herbage  glads  each  lhady  vale. 

And  ever  verdant  plants  on  every  hill  are  feen. 

4* 

Nor  dread  the  dangers  of  the  billowy  deep, 

Autumnal  winds  fliall  fafely  waft  thee  o’er  j 
Put  off  the  timid  heart,  or,  man  unbleft. 

Ne’er  flialt  thou  reach  this  gay  enchanting  fliore. 

5* 

Thus  Judah's  tribes  beheld  the  promis’d  land. 

While  Jordan's  angry  waters  fwell’d  between ; 

Thus  trembling  on  the  brink  I  fee  them  ftand, 

Heav’n’s  type  in  view,  the  Canaanitifh  green. 

6. 

Thus,  fome  mean  fouls,  in  fpite  of  age  and  care. 

Are  fo  united  to  this  globe  below. 

They  never  wifli  to  crofs  death’s  duflcy  main 
That  parting  them  and  happinefs  doth  flow. 

7* 

Though  reafon’s  voice  might  whifper  to  the  foul 

That  nobler  climes  for  man  the  gods  deflgn _ 

Come,  fliepherd,  hafte — the  northern  breezes  blow, 

No  more  the  flumbering  winds  thy  barque  confine. 

8. 

From  the  vaft  caverns  of  old  ocean’s  bed 
Fair  Santa  Cruz  arifing,  laves  her  waift, 

The  threat’ning  waters  roar  on  every  fide, 

For  every  fide  by  ocean  is  embrac’d. 

9* 

Sharp,  cyaggy  rocks  repell  the  furging  brine. 
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Whofe  cavern’d  fides  by  reftlefs  billows  wore, 
Refemblance  claim  to  that  remoter  ille  [Eoli 

Where  once  the  winds  proud  lord  the  fceptre  bore. 

10. 

Betwixt  old  Cancer  and  the  mid-way  line 

% 

In  happieft  climate  lies  this  envied  ille, 

Trees  bloom  throughout  the  year,  ftreams  ever  flow, 
And  fragrant  Flora  wears  a  lafting  fmile. 

11. 

Cool,  woodland  ftreams  from  (haded  clifts  defcend. 
The  dripping  rock  no  want  of  moifture  knows, 
Supply’d  by  fprings  that  on  the  (kies  depend. 

That  fountain  feeding  as  the  current  flows. 

12. 

Such  were  the  ifles  which  happy  Flaccus  fung, 

Where  one  tree  blofloms  while  another  bears. 

Where  fpring  forever  gay,  and  ever  young. 

Walks  her  gay  round  through  her  unwearied  years. 

*3* 

Such  were  the  climes  which  youthful  Eden  faw 
Ere  crofling  fates  deftroy’d  her  golden  reign— » 

Refledt  upon  thy  lofs,  unhappy  man. 

And  ieek  the  vales  of  Paradife  again. 

14. 

No  lowering  (kies  are  here — the  neighbouring  fun 
Clear  and  unveil’d,  his  brilliant  journey  goes. 

Each  morn  emerging  from  the  ambient  main. 

And  finking  there  each  evening  to  repofe. 

J5* 

In  June’s  fair  month  the  fpangled  traveller  gains 
The  utmoft  limits  of  his  northern  way? 

And  blefles  with  his  beams  cold  lands  remote. 
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Sad  Greenland’?  coaft,-  and  Hudfon’s  frozen  bay. 

l6. 

The  fiiivering  fwains  of  thofe  unhappy  climes 
Behold  the  fide-way  monarch  through  the  trees. 

We  feel ,h is  fiercer  heat,  his  vertic  beams. 

Temper’d  with  cooling  winds  and  trade-wind  breeze, 

I7* 

Vet,  though  fo  near  heav’n’s  blazinglamp  doth  run. 
We  court  the  beam  that  Iheds  the  golden  day. 

And  hence  are  called  the  children  of  the  fun, 

Who,  without  fainting,  bear  his  downward  ray* 

18. 

No  threatening  tides  upon  our  ill  and  rife, 

Gay  Cynthia  fcarce  difturbs  the  ocean  here. 

No  waves  approach  her  orb,  and  Ihe,  as  kind, 

Attracts  no  water  to  her  filver  fphere, 

I9* 

The  happy  wa'ters  boaft,  of  various  kinds. 
Unnumber’d  myriads  of  the  fcaly  race. 

Sportive  they  glide  above  the  delug’d  fand. 

Gay  as  their  clime,  in  ocean’s  ample  vafe. 

20. 

Some  fireak  d  with  burniih’d  gold,  refplendent  glare, 
Some  cleave  the  limpid  deep,  all  filver’d  o’er. 

Some,  clad  in  living  green,  delight  the  eye, 

Some  red,  fiome  blue  j  of  mingled  colours  more* 

21. 

Here  glides  the  fpangled  Dolphin  through  the  deep. 

The  giant-carcas’d  whales  at  diftance  ftray. 

The  huge  green  turtles  wallow  through  the  wave. 

Well  pleas’d  alike  with  land  or  water,  they. 
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22. 

The  Rarnbotv  cuts  the  deep,  of  varied  green. 

The  well  fed  Grouper  lurks  remote,  below. 

The  fwift  Bonetta  coafts  the  vvatry  fcene. 

The  diamond  coated  Angels  kindle  as  they  go, 

2  3* 

Delicious  to  the  tafte,  falubrious  food. 

Which  might  fome  temperate  ftudious  fage  allure 
To  curfe  the  fare  of  his  abftemious  fchool, 

And  turn,  for  once,  a  cheerful  Epicure. 

24. 

Unhurt  may’ft  thou  this  lufcious  food  enjoy, 

To  fulnefs  feaft  upon  the  fcaly  kind, 

Thefe,  well  feledted  from  a  thoufand  more. 

Delight  the  tafte,  and  leave  no  plague  behind. 

25. 

Nor  think  Hygeia *  is  a  ftranger  here 
To  fenfual  fouls  the  clime  may  fatal  prove, 

Anguifh  and  death  attend,  and  pain  fevere. 

The  midnight  revel,  and  licentious  love. 

26. 

Full  many  a  fwain,  in  youth’s  fereneft  bloom 
Is  borne  untimely  to  this  alien  clay, 

Conftrain’d  to  Humber  in  a  foreign  tomb. 

Far  from  his  friends,  his  country  far  away. 

27. 

Yet,  if  devoted  to  a  fenfual  foul. 

If  fondly  their  own  ruin  they  create, 

Thefe  victims  to  the  banquet  and  the  bowl 
Muft  blame  their  folly  only,  not  their  fate. 

*  Goddcfs  of  Health. 

S 
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28. 

But  thou,  who  firfl:  drew  breath  in  northern  air. 

At  early  dawn  afcend  the  Hoping  hills, 

And  oft’  at  noon  to  lime  tree  lhades  repair, 

Where  feme  fbft  ftream  from  neighbouring  groves  diilij 

\  29- 

And  with  it  mix  the  liquid  of  the  lime, 

The  old  ag  d  eflence  of  the  generous  cane. 

And  fweetefc  fyrups  of  this  liquorilh  clime. 

And  drink,  to  cool  thy  thirft,  and  drink  again, 

30. 

This  happy  beverage,  joy  infplring  bowl, 

Difpelling  far  the  lhades  of  mental  night. 

Wakes  bright  ideas  on  the  raptur’d  foul, 

And  forrow  turns  to  pleafure  and  delight. 

31* 

Sweet  verdant  ifle,  through  thy  dark  woods  I  rove. 
And  learn  the  nature  of  each  native  tree, 
ihe  fujlick  hard,  the  poifonous  manchineel 
Which  for  its  fragrant  apple  pleafeth  thee-: 

32. 

Alluring  to  the  fmell,  fair  to  the  eye. 

But  deadlieft  poifon  in  the  tafte  is  found— 

O  fhun  the  dangerous  tree,  nor  talte,  like  Eve, 

This  interdicted  fruit  in  Eden’s  ground. 

33* 

The  lowly  mangrove)  fond  of  watryfoil, 

The  white  bark’d  gregory,  riling  high  in  air* 

The  maJHck  in  the  woods  you  may  defery, 

'Tamarind,  and  lofty  plumb-trees  flouriih  there* 

34- 

Sweet  orange  groves  in  lonely  vallies  rife 
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And  drop  their  fruits,  unnotic’d  and  unknown, 

The  cooling  acid  limes  in  hedges  grow. 

The  juicy  lemons  fwell  in  Shades  their  own. 

35* 

Once  in  thefe  groves  divine  Aurelia  ftray’d —  ! 

Then,  confcious  nature,  fmiling,  look’d  more  gay  $ 
But  foon  flie  left  the  dear  delightful  ihade, 

The  Ihade,  negle&ed,  droops  and  dies  away, 

36. 

And  pines  for  her  return,  but  pines  in  vain. 

In  diftant  ifles  belov’d  Aurelia  died. 

Pride  of  the  plains,  ador’d  by  every  Twain, 

Sweet  warbler  of  the  woods,  and  of  the  woods  the  pride. 

37* 

Philander  early  left  this  rural  maid, 

Nor  yet  return’d,  by  fate  compell’d  to  roam. 

But  abfent  from  the  heavenly  girl  he  ftray’d, 

Her  charms  forgot,  forgot  his  native  home. 

38- 

O  fate  fevere,  to  feize  the  nymph  To  foon, 

The  nymph,  for  whom  a  thoufand  Ihepherds  figh, 

And  in  the  fpace  of  one  revolving  moon 
To  doom  the  fair  one  and  her  Twain  to  die  ! 

39- 

Sweet,  fpungy  plumbs  on  trees  wide  fpreading  hang, 
Bell-apples  here,  fufpended,  fhade  the  ground. 

Plump  grenadilloes  and  guavas  grey, 

With  melons  in  each  plain  and  lawn  abound. 

40. 

1  he  conic  form’d  cafheiv ,  of  juicy  kind, 

Which  bears  at  once  an  apple  and  a  nut  j 
Whofe  poifonous  coat,  indignant  to  the  lip5 
Doth  in  its  cell  a  wholefome  kernel  fliut. 
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4I* 

The  prince  of  fruits,  whom  fome  jayama  call, 
Anana  fome,  the  happy  flavour’d  pine  5 
In  which  unite  the  taftes  and  juices  all 
Of  apple,  peach,  quince,  grape,  and  nedlari  ner 

42. 

Grows  to  perfection  here,  and  fpreads  his  creft  ; 
His  diadem  toward  the  parent  fun  j 
His  diadem,  in  fiery  blofloms  dreft. 

Stands  arm’d  with  fwords  from  potent  nature  won, 

43* 

Yon’  cotton  flirubs  with  burfiing  knobs  behold. 
Their  fnow  white  locks  thefe  humble  groves  array  ? 
On  flender  trees  the  blufhing  coffee  hangs 
Like  thy  fair  cherry,  and  would  tempt  thy  flay* 

44* 

Safe  from  the  winds,  in  deep  retreats,  they  rife  $ 
Their  utmoft  fummit  may  thy  arm  attain  $ 

Tafte  the  moift  fruit,  and  from  thy  clofing  eyes 
Sleep  fhall  retire,  with  all  his  drowfy  train* 

45- 

The  fpicy  berry,  they  guava  call. 

Swells  in  the  mountains  on  a  tripling  tree  : 

Thefe  fome  admire,  and  value  more  than  all5 
My  humble  verfe,  hefides,  unfolds  to  thee.  * 

46. 

The  fmooth  white  cedar,  here,  delights  the  eye. 
The  bay-tree,  with  its  aromatic  green. 

The  fea-fide  grapes,  fweet  natives  of  the  fand, 

And  pulfe,  of  various  kinds,  on  trees  are  feen. 

47* 

Here  mingled  vines  their  downward  ihadows  cafi. 
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Here,  clufter’d  grapes  from  loaded  boughs  depend. 
Their  leaves  no  frofts,  their  fruits  no  cold  winds  blaft, 
But,  rear’d  by  funs,  to  time  alone  they  bend. 

48. 

The  plantane  and  banana  flouri/h  here. 

Of  hafty  growth,  and  love  to  fix  their  root 
Where  fome  foft  ftream  of  ambling  water  flows. 

To  yield  full  moifture  to  their clufter’d  fruit. 

49- 

No  other  trees  fo  vaft  a  leaf  can  boaft. 

So  broad,  fo  long — through  thefe  refrefli’d  I  flray. 

And  though  the  noon-fun  all  his  radiance  flied, 

Thefe  friendly  leaves  fliall  /hade  me  all  the  way, 

5°- 

And  tempt  the  cooling  breeze  to  haften  there. 

With  its  fweet  odorous  breath  to  charm  the  grove  5 
High  /hades  and  verdant  feats,  while  underneath 
A  little  flream  by  mofly  banks  doth  rove, 

5I# 

Where  once  the  Indian  dames  flept  with  their  fwains. 
Or  fondly  kifs’d  the  moon-light  eves  away  5 
The  lovers  fled,  the  tearful  ftream  remains. 

And  only  I  confole  it  with  my  lay. 

52. 

Among  the  /hades  of  yonder  whifpering  grove 
The  green  palmittoes  mingle,  tall  and  fair. 

That  ever  murmur,  and  forever  move, 

F anning  with  wavy  bough  the  ambient  air. 

53- 

Pomegranates  grace  the  wild,  and  fweet-fops  there 
Ready  to  fall,  require  thy  helping  hand. 

Nor  yetnegleft  the  papawor  mamee 
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Whole  flighted  trees  with  fruits  unheaded  ft  and. 

54* 

Thofe  (haddocks  juicy  (hall  thy  tafte  delight, 

A  nd  yon’  high  fruits,  the  richeft  of  the  wood' 

That  cling  in  clufters  to  the  mother  tree. 

The  cocoa-nut  j  rich,  milky,  healthful  food. 

55- 

°  Sri,ntme,  gods,  if  yet  condemn’d  to  ftray. 

At  lead  to  fpend  life’s  fober  evening  here. 

To  plant  a  grove  where  winds  yon’  Ihelter’d  bay. 

And  pluck  thefe  fruits  that  froft  nor  winter  fear. 

5^* 

CafTada  ftirubs  abound— tranfplanted  here 
From  every  clime,  exotic  bloflbms  blow  5 
Here  Afia  plants  her  flowers,  here  Europe  feeds. 

And  hyperborean  plants,  un-winter’d,  grow. 

57- 

Here,  a  new  herbage  glads  the  generous  fteed. 

Mules,  goats,  and  flieep  enjoy  thefe paflures  fair. 

And  for  thy  hedges,  nature  has  decreed. 

Guards  of  thy  toils,  the  date  and  prickly  pear. 

5*- 

But  chief  the  glory  of  thefe  Indian  ifles 
Springs  from  the  fweet,  uncloying  fugar-cane, 

Hence  comes  the  planter’s  wealth,  hence  commerce  fends 
Such  floating  piles  to  traverfe  half  the  main. 

59- 

Whoe'er  thou  art  that  leav’ft  thy  native  fhore 
And  fliall  to  fair  Weft  India  climates  come, 

Tafte  not  the  enchanting  plant— to  tafte  forbear. 

If  ever  thou  wouidft  reach  thy  much  lov’d  home. 
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60. 

Ne’er  through  the  Ifle  permit  thy  feet  to  rove. 

Or,  if  thou  doft,  let  prudence  lead  the  way. 

Forbear  to  tafte  the  virtues  of  the  cane. 

Forbear  to  tafte  what  will  complete  thy  ftay.* 

61. 

Whoever  ftps  of  this  enchanting  juice, 

Delicious  nedlar,  fit  for  Jove’s  own  hall. 

Returns  no  more  from  his  lov’d  Santa  Cruz, 

But  quits  his  friends,  his  country,  and  his  all, 

62. 

And  thinks  no  more  of  ho  me — Ulyfles  fo 
Dragg’d  off  by  force  his  failors  from  that  fhore 
Where  lotos  grew,  and,  had  not  ftrength  prevail’d. 
They  never  would  have  fought  their  country  more. 

63- 

No  annual  toil  inters  this  thrifty  plant. 

The  ftalk  lopt  off,  the  frefhening  Ihowers  prolong, 

To  future  years,  unfading  and  fecure. 

The  root  fo  vigorous,  and  the  juice  fo  ftrong. 

64. 

Unnumber’d  plants,  befides,  thefe  climates  yield. 

And  grafs  peculiar  to  the  foil  that  bears 
Ten  thoufand  varied  herbs  array  the  field, 

This  glads  thy  palate,  that  thy  health  repairs. 

65. 

Along  the  ftiorC  a  wondrous  flower  is  feen, 

Where  rocky  ponds  receive  the  furging  wave, 

Some  dreft  in  yellow,  fome  array’d  in  green 
Beneath  the  water  their  gay  branches  lave. 

66. 

This  myftic  plant,  with  its  bewitching  charms 


m - — 


*44  The  BEAUTIES  of  SANTA  CRU 

Too  furely  fprings  from  fame  enchanted  bower  s 
Fearful  it  is,  and  dreads  impending  harms. 

And  Animal  the  natives  call  the  flower. 

67. 

From  the  fmooth  rock  its  little  branches  rife. 

The  objefts  of  thy  view,  and  that  alone, 

Feaft  on  its  beauties  with  thy  ravi/h’d  eyes. 

But  aim  to  touch  it,  and— the  flower  is  gone. 

68. 

Nay,  if  thy  lhade  but  intercept  the  beam 
That  gilds  their  boughs  beneath  the  briny  lake* 
Swift  they  retire,  like  a  deluding  dream, 

And  even  a  /hadow  for  deftruftion  take. 

69. 

Warn’d  by  experience,  feek  not  thou  to  gain 
The  magic  plant  thy  curiour  hand  invades  j 
Returning  to  the  light,  it  mocks  thy  pain, 

Deceives  all  grafp,  and  feeks  its  native  /hades. 

70. 

On  yonder  fteepy  hill,  frefli  harvefts  rife, 

Where  the  dark  tribe  from  Afric’s  fun  burnt  plain 
Oft  o’er  the  ocean  turn  their  wi/hful  eyes 
To  illes  remote  high  looming  o’er  the  main, 

7  !• 

And  view  foft  feats  of  eafe  and  fancied  reft. 

Their  native  groves  new  painted  on  the  eye, 

Where  no  proud  mifers  their  gay  hours  moleft. 

No  lordly  defpots  pafs  unfocial  by. 

72- 

See,  yonder  Have  that  flowly  bends  this  way. 

With  years,  and  pain,  and  ceafelefs  toil  oppreft. 
Though  no  complaining  words  his  woes  betray. 
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The  eye  deje&ed  proves  the  heart  diftreft. 

73* 

Perhaps  in  chains  he  left  his  native  fhore, 

Perhaps  he  left  a  helplefs  offspring  there. 

Perhaps  a  wife,  that  he  muft  fee  no  more. 

Perhaps  a  father,  who  his  love  did  fhare. 

74- 

Curs’d  be  the  fhip  that  brought  him  o’er  the  main. 

And  curs’d  the  hands  who  from  his  country  tore. 

May  (he  be  ftranded,  ne’er  to  float  again, 

May  they  be  fhipwreck’d  on  fome  hoftile  fhore— — « 

75* 

O  gold  accurft,  of  every  ill  the  fpring, 

For  thee  compaffion  flies  the  darken’d  mind, 

Reafon’s  plain  di&ates  no  conviftion  bring, 

And  paflion  only  fwavs  all  human  kind. 

[  76. 

O  gold  accurft  !  for  thee  we  madly  run 
With  murderous  hearts  acrofs  the  briny  flood. 

Seek  foreign  climes  beneath  a  foreign  fun. 

And  there  exult  to  fhed  a  brother’s  blood. 

77* 

But  thou,  who  own’ll  this  fugar-bearing  foil. 

To  whom  no  good  the  great  first  cause  denies. 

Let  freeborn  hands  attend  thy  fultry  toil. 

And  fairer  harvefts  to  thy  view  fhall  rife. 

78. 

The  teeming  earth  fhall  mightier  ftores  difclofe 
Than  ever  ftruck  thy  longing  eyes  before. 

And  late  content  fhall  fhed  a  foft  repofe, 

Repofe,  fo  long  a  ftranger  at  thy  door. 

T 
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79- 

Give  me  fome  clime,  the  favourite  of  the  fky. 
Where  cruel  llavery  never  fought  to  reign— 

But  fhun  the  theme,  fad  mufe,  and  tell  me  why 
Thefe  abjed  trees  lie  fcatter’d  o’er  the  plain  ? 

So* 

Thefe  ifles,  left  nature  fhould  have  prov’d  too  kind. 
Or  man  have  fought  his  happieft  heaven  below, 

Are  torn  with  mighty  winds,  fierce  hurricanes. 

Nature  convuls’d  in  every  fhape  of  woe. 

Si. 

Nor  fcorn  yon’  lonely  vale  of  trees  fo  reft  $ 

There  plantane  groves  late  grew  of  lively  green, 

The  orange  flourilh’d,  and  the  lemon  bore, 

The  genius  of  the  ifle  dwelt  there  unfeen* 

82. 

"Wild  were  the  Ikiesf  affrighted  nature  groan’d 
As  though  approach’d  her  laft  decifive  day. 

Skies  blaz’d  around,  and  bellowing  winds  had  nigh 
Dillodg’d  thefe  cliffs,  and  tore  yon’  hills  away. 

83. 

O’er  the  wild  main,  dejeded  and  afraid. 

The  trembling  pilot  lafli’d  his  helm  a-Iee, 

Or,  fwiftly  fcudding,  afk’d  thy  potent  aid. 

Dear  pilot  of  the  G  alhl’ean  feat 

84. 

Low  hung  the  glooms,  diftended  with  the  gale 
The  clouds  dark  brooding  wing’d  their  circling  flight, 
Tremendous  thunders  join’d  the  hurricane, 

Daughter  of  chaos,  and  eternal  night. 

85. 

A&d  how;  alas  !  could  thefe  fair  trees  withftand 
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The  wafteful  madnefs  of  fo  fierce  a  blafl, 

That  fiorm’d  along  the  plain,  feiz’d  every  grove. 

And  delug’d  with  a  fea  this  mournful  wafte. 

86. 

That  plantane  grove,  where  oft  I  fondly  ftray’d, 

Thy  darts,  dread  Phoebus,  in  thofe  glooms  to  fliun. 

Is  now  no  more  a  refuge  or  a  lhade, 

Is  now  with  rocks  and  deep  fands  over-run. 

87. 

Thofe  late  proud  domes  of  fplendour,  pomp,  and  eafe. 

No  longer  ftrikethe  view,  in  grand  attire  5 

But,  torn  by  winds,  flew  piece-meal  to  the  feas,' 

Nor  left  one  nook  to  lodge  the  aftonilh’d  ’fquire. 

88. 

But  other  groves  the  hand  of  Time  fliall  raifie, 

Again  fhall  nature  fmile,  ferenely  gay. 

So  foon  each  fcene  revives,  why  ihould  I  leave 
Thefe  green  retreats,  o’er  the  dark  feas  to  ftray  ? 

89. 

For  I  mull  go  where  the  mad  pirate  roves, 

A  ftranger  on  the  inhofpi table  ma\ny 

Torn  from  the  fcenes  of  Hudfon’s  fweeteft  groves. 

Led  by  falfe  hope,  and  expedition  vain. 

90. 

'There  endlefs  plains  dejeft  the  wearied  eye. 

And  hoftile  winds  inceflant  toil  prepare  j 
And  Ihould  loud  bellowing  ftorms  all  art  defy. 

The  manly  heart  alone  muft  conquer  there. 

91* 

On  thefe  blue  hills  to  pluck  the  opening  flowers 
Might  yet  awhile  the  unwelcome  talk  delay, 

And  thefe  gay  fcenes  prolong  the  fleeting  hours 
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To  aid  bright  Fancy  on  Tome  future  day. 

92. 

Thy  vales,  Bermuda ,  and  thy  fea-girt  groves 
Can  never  like  thefe  fouthern  forefts  pleafe ; 

And,  lafh’d  by  ftormy  waves,  you  court  in  vain 
The  northern  fiiepherd  to  your  cedar  trees. 

83. 

Not  o’er  thofe  ifles  fuch  equal  planets  rule. 

All,  but  the  cedar,  dread  the  wintry  bla/t  j 
Too  well  thy  charms  the  banifh’d  Waller  fung$ 

Too  near  the  pilot's, ft, ar  thy  doom  is  call. 

94. 

Far  o’er  the  watte  of  yonder  furgy  field 
My  native  climes  in  fancied  profpedt  lie. 

Now  hid  in  Shades,  and  now  by  clouds  conceal’d, 
And  now  by  tempers  ravilh’d  from  my  eye. 

95- 

There,  triumphs  to  enjoy,  are,  Britain,  thine. 
There,  thy  proud  navy  awes  the  pillag’d  fhorej 
Nor  fees  the  day  when  nations  fhall  combine 
That  pride  to  humble  and  our  rights  refiore. 

96. 

Yet  o’er  the  globe  ttiouldtt  thou  extend  thy  reign. 
Here  may  thy  conquering  arms  one  grotto  fpare  j 
Here— -though  thy  conqueft  vex— in  fpite  of  pain, 

I  quaff  the  enlivening  glafs,  in  fpite  of  care. 

97* 

What,  though  we  bend  to  a  tyrannic  crown  5 

Still  Nature’s  charms  in  varied  beauty  fhine _ 

What  though  we  own  the  proud  imperious  Dant, 

Gold  is  his  fordid  care,  the  Mufes  mine, 
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98. 

Winter,  and  winter’s  glooms  are  far  remov’d  5 
Eternal  fpring  with  fmiling  fummer  join’d  }— 

Abfence,  and  death,  and  heart-corroding  care, 

Why  lhould  they  cloud  the  fun-ihine  of  the  mind  ? 

99. 

But,  ihepherd,  hafte,  and  leave  behind  thee  far 
Thy  bloody  plains,  and  iron  glooms  above, 

Quit  the  cold  northern  ftar,  and  here  enjoy, 

Beneath  the  fmiling  ikies,  this  land  of  love. 

100. 

The  drowfy  pelican  wings  home  his  way, 

The  mifty  eve  fits  heavy  on  the  fea, 

And  though  von’  fail  drags  flowly  o’er  the  main, 

Say,  fh all  a  moment’s  gloom  dilcourage  thee  ? 

101. 

To-morrow’s  fun  now  paints  the  faded  fcene, 

Though  deep  in  ocean  fink  his  weftern  beams, 

His  fpangled  chariot  fiiallafcend  more  clear, 

More  radiant  from  the  drowfy  land  of  dreams* 

102. 

Of  all  the  ifles  the  neighbouring  ocean  bears, 

None  can  with  this  their  equal  landfcapes  boaft  : 

What  could  we  do  on  Saba’s  cloudy  height  ; 

Or  what  could  pleafe  on  ’Statia’s  barren  coail  ? 

°3* 

Couldft  thou  content  on  rough  Tortola  ilray, 

Confeft  the  faireft  of  the  Virgin  train  ; 

Or  couldft  thou  on  thefe  rocky  fummits  play 
Where  high  St.  John  ftands  frowning  o’er  the  main  ? 

104. 

Hafte,  ihepherd,  hafte— Hefperian  fruits  for  thee, 
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"  ftCr  d  SraPes  from  mingled  boughs  depend- 
Whatpleafure  i„  thy  foreds  can  there  be 

That,  leafelefs  now,  to  every  temped  bend  ? 


105. 

To  milder  ftars,  and  Ikies  of  clearer  blue. 
Sworn  foe  to  arms,  at  lead  a-while  repair, 

And,  till  to  mightier  force  proud  Britain  bends 
Uefp'fe  her  triumphs,  and  deceive  thy  care. 


> 


10  6. 

Soon  fhall  the  genius  of  the  fertile  foil 
A  new  creation  to  thy  view  unfold  ; 
Admire  the  works  of  Nature’s  magic  hand 
But  fcorn  that  vulgar  bait,  all  potent  gold.’ 


IO7. 

1  et,  if  perfuaded  by  no  lay  of  mine. 

You  dill  admire  your  climes  of  frod  and  fnow. 
And  pleas’d,  prefer  above  our  fouthern  groves 
The  darkfome  forefts,  that  around  thee  grow  ; 

IOS. 


Still  there  remain— thy  native  air  enjoy, 

Repell  the  tyrant,  who  thy  peace  invades. 

While,  pleas’d,  I  trace  the  vales  of  Santa  Cruz, 

And  ling  with  rapture  her  infpi ring  /hades. 
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VERSIFIED. 


■ 


By  Babel’s  ftreams  we  fate  and  wept 
When  Sion  bade  our  forrows  flow. 

Our  harps  on  loftieft  willows  flept 
That  nigh  thofe  diftant  waters  grow  5 
The  willows  high,  the  waters  clear 
Beheld  our  toils  and  forrows  there. 

The  cruel  foe  that  captive  led 
Our  nation  from  their  native  foil. 

The  tyrant  foe,  by  whom  we  bled. 
Requir’d  a  fong,  as  well  as  toil— • 
et  Come,  with  a  fong  your  forrows  cheer, 
A  fong  that  Sion  lov’d  to  hear.” 

How  fliall  we,  cruel  tyrant,  raife 
A  fong  on  fuch  a  diftant  fhore  ? — . 

If  I  forget  my  Sion’s  praife, 

May  my  right  hand  be  doom’d  no  more 
To  ftrike  the  lllver-founding  ftring, 

And  thence  the  flumbering  mufick  bring. 

If  I  forget  that  happy  home, 

My  perjur  d  tongue  forbear  to  move. 

My  eyes  go  out  in  endlefs  Hoorn  j 
My  joy,  my  rapture,  and  my  love  ! 
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No  rival  grief  my  mind  can  /hare, 

For  thou  /halt  reign  unrivall’d  there. 

Remember,  Lord,  that  hated  foe, 

When  conquer’d  Sion  droop’d  her  head. 
Who,  laughing  at  our  deepeft  woe, 

T.  hus  to  our  tears  and  forrows  faid, 

<(  From  its  proud  height  debafe  her  wall, 
Deftroy  her  towers,  and  ruin  all.’* 

Thou,  Babel  s  offspring  $  hated  race. 
May  fome  avenging  monfter  feize 
And  da/h  thy  venom  in  thy  face 
For  crimes  and  cruelties  like  thefe, 

A.nd,  proof  to  Pity’s  melting  tear. 

With  infant  blood  your  walls  befmear. 


) 
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irp 

JL  I S  done  !  and  Britain  for  her  madnefs  fighs— 
Take  warning,  tyrants,  and  henceforth  be  wife. 

If  o’er  mankind  man  gives  you  legal  fvvay, 

Take  not  the  rights  of  human  kind  away. 

When  God  from  chaos  gave  this  world  to  be, 
Man  then  he  form’d,  and  form’d  him  to  be  free, 
In  his  own  image  ftampt  the  favourite  race— 

How  dar’ft  th  ou,  tyrant,  the  fair  ftamp  deface  ! 
When  on  mankind  you  fix  your  abjett  chains, 

No  more  the  image  of  that  God  remains  $ 

O’er  a  dark  fcene  a  darker  fhade  is  drawn. 

His  work  difhonour’d,  and  our  glory  gone  1 

When  firft  Britannia  fent  her  hoftile  crew 
To  thefe  far  fhores  to  ravage  and  fubdue, 

We  thought  them  gods,  and  almoft  feem’d  to  fay 
No  ball  could  pierce  them,  and  no  dagger  flay— 
Heavens !  what  a  blunder— half  our  fears  were  vain 
Thefe  hoftile  gods  at  length  have  quit  the  plain. 

On  neighbouring  ifies  the  ftorm  of  war  they  ftiun, 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  if  not  quite  undone. 

Yet  foon,  in  dread  of  fome  impending  woe, 

Even  from  thofe  ijlands  lhall  thefe  ruffians  go¬ 
lf 
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This  be  their  doom,  in  vengeance  for  the  {lain, 

To  pafs  their  days  in  poverty  and  pain  ; 

For  their  bafe  triumphs  be  it  ftill  their  lot 
To  triumph  only  o’er  the  rebel  Scot, 

And,  to  their  infedl  ifle  henceforth  confin’d. 

No  longer  lord  it  o’er  the  human  kind _ 

But  by  the  fates  who  kill  prolong  their  flay. 

And  gather  vengeance  to  conclude  their  day. 

Yet,  ere  they  go,  the  angry  Mufe  {hail  tell 
The  treafur’d  woes  that  in  her  bofom  fwell  ;  - 
I  roud,  fierce,  and  bold,  O  Jove  !  who  would  not  laugh 
Tofeethefe  bullies  worfhipping  a  calf: 

But  they  are  Jlaves  who  fpurn  at  Reafon’s  rules  ,* 

And  men,  once  Haves,  are  foon  transform’d  to  fools,—® 
To  recommend  what  monarchies  have  done. 

They  bring  for  witnefs  David  and  his  fon  ; 

How  one  was  brave,  the  other  juft  and  wife. 

And  hence  our  plain  republics  they  defpife  j  • 

But  mark  how  oft,  to  gratify  their  pride, 

The  people  fuffer’d,  and  the  people  died  : 

Though  one  was  wife,  and  one  Goliah  flew. 

Kings  are  the  choicejl  curfe  that  wan  e'er  knew. 

Hail,  worthy  Britain  !•— how  enlarg’d  your  fame  • 
How  great  your  glory,  terrible  your  name, 

“  Queen  of  the  ifles,  and  emprefs  of  the  main,” 

Heaven  grant  you  all  thefe  mighty  things  again  $ 

But  firft  infure  the  gaping  crowd  below 
That  you  lefs  ciuel,  and  more  juft  may  grow  t 
If  fate,  vindi&lve  for  the  fins  of  man, 

Had  favour  fhown  to  your  infernal  plan. 

How  would  your  nation  have  exulted  here, 

Aud  fcorn’d  the  widow’s  figh,  the  orphan’s  tear! 
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Kow  had  your  prince,  of  all  bad  men  the  worft, 

Laid  worth  and  virtue  proftrate  in  the  duft  ! 

A-iecond  Sawney  had  he  flione  to-day, 

A  world  fubdued,  and  murder  but  his  play. 

How  had  that  prince,  contemning  right  or  law, 

Glutted  with  blood  his  foul,  voracious  maw  3 
In  him  we  fee  the  depths  of  bafenefs  join’d, 

Whate’er  difgrac’d  the  dregs  of  human  kind  ; 

Cain,  Nimrod,  Nero — fiends  in  human  guife, 

Herod,  Domitian — thefe  in  judgment  rife. 

And,  envious  of  his  deeds,  I  hear  them  fay 
None  but  a  George  could  be  more  vile  than  they. 

Swoln  tho’  he  was  with  wealth,  revenge  and  pride, 
How  could  he  dream  that  heaven  was  on  his  fide— < 

Did  he  not  fee,  when  fo  decreed  by  fate, 

They  plac’d  the  crown  upon  his  royal  pate, 

Did  he  not  fee  the  richeft  jewel  fall— 

Dire  was  the  omen,  and  afioniih’d  all— 

I 

That  gem  no  more  fiiall  brighten  and  adorn  5 
No  more  that  gem  by  Britilh  kings  be  worn. 

Or  fwell  to  wonted  heights  of  fair  renown 
The  fading  glories  of  their  boafted  crown. 

^Yet  he  to  arms,  and  war,  and  blood  inclin’d, 

A  fair-day  warrior  with  a  feeble  mind, 

Fearlefs  while  others  meet  the  fhock  of  fate 

And  dare  that  death,  which  clips  his  thread  too  late. 

He  to  the  fane  (O  hypocrite  !)  did  go, 

While  not  an  angel  there  but  was  his  foe. 

There  did  he  kneel,  and  figh,  and  fob,  and  pray, 

Yet  not  to  lave  his  thoufand  fins  away, 

Far  other  motives  fway’d  his  fpotted  foul  $ 

*Twas  not  for  thofe  the  fecret  forrow  Hole 
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Sr  Cheek~’twas  venE«nce  and  defpaiy 
Diffolv  d  his  eye,  and  planted  forrow  there- 

ow  could  he  hope  to  bribe  the  impartial  Iky 

y  is  bafe  prayers,  and  mean  hypocrify— 

Heaven  ftill  is  juft,  and  ftill  abhors  thy  crimes. 

Not  adls  l,ke  George,  the  Nero  of  our  time"— 

What  were  his  prayers-his  prayers  couldTe'no  more 

Than  a  thief’s  wilhes  to  recruit  his  (lore  - 
Such  prayers  could  never  reach  the  world  above; 
They  were  but  curfes  in  the  ear  of  Jove 

Y°u  pray'd  that  conqueft  might  your  arms  attend. 
And  crulh  that  freedom  honour  did  defend 
That  the  fierce  Indian,  roofing  from  his  re’ft, 

M.ght  thefe  new  regions  with  his  flames  inveft 
With  fcalps  and  tortures  aggravate  our  woe,  * 

And  to  the  infernal  world  difmifs  yourfoe. 

No  mines  of  gold  our  fertile  country  yields. 

But  mighty  harvefts  crown  the  loaded  fields,  • 

Hence  trading  far,  we  gain’d  the  golden  prize, 
hich,  though  our  own,  bewitch’d  their  greedy  eyes- 
For  that  they  ravag’d  India’s  climes  before. 

And  carried  death  to  Afia’s  utmoftihore— 

CUvc  was  your  envied  Have,  in  avarice  bold 
He  mow’d  down  nations  for  his  dearer  gold  ; 

The  fatal  gold  could  give  no  true  content. 

He  mourn’d  his  murders,  and  to  Tofbet  went. 

Led  on  by  lull  of  lucre  and  renown, 

Burgoync  came  marching  with  his  thoufands  down. 

High  were  his  thoughts,  and  furious  his  career, 

Puff'd  with  felf-confidence  and  pride  fevere. 

Swoln  with  the  idea  of  his  future  deeds, 

Onward  to  ruin  ead,  advantage  leads, 
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Before  his  hofts  his  heavieft  curfes  flew, 

And  conquer’d  worlds  rofe  hourly  to  his  view  : 

His  wrath,  like  Jove’s,  could  bear  with  no  controul. 
His  words  befpoke  the  mifchief  in  his  foul  ; 

To  fight  was  not  this  mifcreant’s  only  trade. 

He  ihin’d  in  writing,  and  his  wit  difplay’d— 

To  awe  the  more  with  titles  of  command 
He  told  of  forts  he  rul'd  in  Scottiih  land  j— - 
Queen’s  colonel  as  he  was,  he  did  not  know 
That  thorns  and  thiftles ,  mix’d  with  honours,  grow  3 
In,  Britain’s  fenate  though  he  held  a  place, 

All  did  not  fave  him  from  one  long  difgrace. 

One  ftroke  of  fortune  that  convinc’d  them  all 
That  we  could  conquer,  and  lieutenants  fall. 

Foe  to  the  rights  of  man,  proud  plunderer,  fay 
Had  conaueft  crown’d  thee  on  that  mighty  day 
When  you,  to  Gates,  with  forrow,  rage,  and  fhams 
Refign’d  your  conq  uefts,  honours,  arms,  and  fame. 
When  at  his  feet  Britannia’s  w'reaths  you  threw, 

And  the  fun  ficken’d  at  a  fight  fo  new  3 
Had  you  been  vidlor — what  a  wafte  of  woe  ! 

What  fouls  had  vanifh’d  to  where  fouls  do  go  ! 

What  dire  diftrefshad  mark’d  your  fatal  way. 

What  deaths  on  deaths  difgrac’d  that  dilmai  dav  ! 

Can  laurels  fiourifh  in  a  foil  of  blood, 

Or  on  thofe  laurels  can  fair  honours  bud — 

Curs’d  be  that  wretch  who  murder  makes  his  trade. 
Curs’d  be  all  arms  that  e’er  ambition  made  ! 

What  murdering  Tory  now  relieves  your  grief 
Or  plans  new  conquefts  for  his  favourite  chief  3 
Defigns  ftill  dark  employ  that  ruffian  rage, 

Eeails  of  your  choofing,  and  our  own  difgrace. 
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So  vile  a  crew  the  world  ne’er  law  before, 

And  grant,  ,e  pitying  heavens,  it  mav  no  more  : 

If  ghofts  from  I»<dl  infeft  our  poifon’d  air, 

'I'hofe  ghofts  have  enter’d  thefe  bafe  bodies  here 
Murder  and  blood  is  Hill  their  dear  delight— 
Scream  round  their  roofs,  ye  ravens  of  the  night  > 
Whene’er  they  wed,  may  demons,  and  defpair,  ' 
And  grief,  and  woe,  and  blackelb  night  be  there  ; 
Fiends  leagu’d  from  hell,  the  nuptial  lamp  difplay. 
Swift  to  perdition  light  them  on  their  way. 

Round  the  wide  world  their  deviliih  fijuadrons  chafe. 
To  find  no  realm  that  grants  one  celling  place. 

Far  to  the  north,  on  Scotland’s  utmoft  end 
An  lfie  there  lies,  the  haunt  of  every  fiend. 

There  fcreeching  owls,  and  fcreeming  vultures  reft, 
-And  not  a  tree  adorns  its  barren  breaft! 

No  Aepherds  there  attend  their  bieating  flocks. 

But  wither’d  witches  rove  among  the  rocks  5 
Shrouded  in  ice,  the  blafled  mountains  ihow" 

Their  cloven  heads,  to  fright  the  fe as  below  * 

The  lamp  of  heaven  in  his  diurnal  race 
Here  fcarceiy  deigns  to  unveil  his  radiant  face. 

Or  if  one  day  he  circling  treads  the  iky 
He  views  this  ifland  with  an  angry  eye, 

Or  ambient  fogs  their> broad,  moift  wings  expand 
Damp  his  bright  ray,  and  cloud  the  infernal  land  j 
The  blackening  wind,  inceflant  ftorms  prolong. 

Dull  as  their  night,  and  dreary  as  my  fong  $ 

When  ftormy  winds  with  rain  refufe  to  blow. 

Then  from  the  dark  iky  drives  the  unpitying  fnow| 

^  hen  drifting  fnows  from  iron  clouds  forbear 

T  h sa  down  the  hailftoaes  rattle  through  the  air-* 
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No  peace,  no  reft,  the  elements  bellow, 

But  feas  forever  rage,  and  ftorms  forever  blow. 

Here,  mifcreants,  here  with  loyal  hearts  retire^ 
Here  pitch  your  tents,  and  kindle  here  your  fire  j 
Here  defert  nature  will  her  flings  difplay, 

And  fierceft  hunger  on  yourvitals  prey. 

And  with  yourfelves  let  John  Burgoyne  retire 
To  reign  the  monarch,  whom  your  hearts  admire* 
Britain,  at  laft  to  arrefl  your  lawlefs  hand, 

Rifes  the  genius  of  a  generous  land, 

■Our  injur’d  rights  bright  Gallia’s  prince  defends. 

And  from  this  hour  that  prince  and  we  are  friends. 
Feuds,  once  in  bloom,  are  vanifh’d  from  our  view, 

Once  we  were  foes— but  for  the  fake  of  you _ 

.Britain,  afpiring  Britain,  now'  mufl  bend — 

Can  fhe  at  once  with  France  and  us  contend. 

When  we  alone,  remote  from  foreign  aid. 

Her  armies  captur’d,  and  diftrefs’d  her  trade— . 

Britain  and  we  no  more  in  combat  join. 

No  more,  as  once,  in  every  fea  combine  • 

Dead  is  that  frien-dfhip  which  did  mutual  burn. 

Fled  is  the  fceptre,  never  to  return  $ 

By  fea  and  land,  perpetual  foes  w'e  meet, 

Our  caufe  more  noble,  and  our  hearts  as  great  £ 

Loft  are  thefe  regions  to  Britannia’s  reign, 

Nor  fhall  thefe  upftarts  of  their  lofs  complain. 

Since  all  the  debt  we  owe  to  Britain’s  throne 
Was  mere  idea,  and  the  reft  our  own  — 

Our  hearts  are  ravifh’d  from  our  former  queen 
Far  as-the  ocean  God  hath  plac’d  between. 

They  ftrive  in  vain  to  join  this  mighty  mafi, 

Torn  by  convulfions  from  its  native  place  $ 
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As  well  might  men  to  flaming  Hecla  join 
The  huge  high  Alps  or  towering  Appenmne  ; 

In  vain  they  fend  their  haif-commiflioned  tribe 
Ana  whom  they  cannot  conquer  flrive  to  bribe  5 
Their  pride  and  madnefs  burft  our  union  chain* 

Nor  fliall  the  unwieldy  mafs  unite  again. 

N  or  think  that  France  fuftains  our  caufe  alone  ; 
*V  itn  gratitude  her  helping  hand  we  own, 

£ut  hear,  ye  nations— truth  itfelf  can  fay 
We  bore  the  heat  and  danger  of  the  day  : 

She  calmly  view’d  the  tumult  from  afar. 

We  brav’d  each  infult,  and  fuftain’d  the  war  ; 

Oft  drove  the  foe,  or  forc’d  their  hofls  to  yield. 

Or  left  them  more  than  once  a  dear  bought  field— 
t  was  then,  at  laft,  on  Jerfey  plains  diftreft, 

We  fwcre  to  feekthe  mountains  of  the  weft, 

There  a  free  empire  for  our  feed  obtain, 

A  terror  to  the  flaves  that  might  remain. 

Peace  you  demand,  and  vainly  wifii  to  find 
Old  leagues  renew’d,  and  fouls  once  more  combin'd— 
Yet  fliall  not  all  your  bafe  diflembling  art 
Deceive  the  tortures  of  a  bleeding  heart— 
x  et  not  all  your  mingled  prayers  that  rife 
Wafli  out  your  crimes,  or  bribe  the  avenging  Ikies  ; 
Full  many  a  corpfe  lies  mouldering  on  the  plain 
That  ne’er  fliall  fee  its  little  brood  again  ! 

See,  yonder  lies,  all  breathlefs,  cold,  and  pale. 
Drench  d  in  her  gore,  Lavima  of  the  vale. 

The  cruel  Indian  feiz’d  her  life  away, 

As  the  next  morn  began  her  bridal  day  !— . 

This  deed  alone  our  juft  revenge  would  claim, 

Did  not  ten  thoufand  more  youribns  defame. 
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Return’d  a  prifoner  to  my  native  fhore, 

How  chang’d  I  find  thofe  fcenes  that  pleas’d  before  ! 
How  chang’d  thofe  groves  where  fancy  lov’d  to  ftray. 
When  fpring’s  young  blofioms  bloom’d  along  the  way  $ 
From  every  eye  diilils  the  frequent  tear. 

From  every  mouth  fome  doleful  tale  I  hear  ! 

Some  mourn  a  father,  brother,  hufband,  friend, 

Some  mourn,  imprifon’d  in  their  native  land. 

In  fickly  fliips  what  numerous  hofts  confin’d 
At  once  their  Jives  and  liberties  refign’d. 

In  dreary  dungeons  woeful  fcenes  have  pafs’d. 

Long  in  tradition  fliall  the  ftory  laft. 

As  long  as  fpring  renews  the  flowery  wood. 

As  long  as  breezes  curl  the  yielding  flood  !— » 

Some  fent  to  India’s  fickly  climes,  afar. 

To  dig  with  flaves  for  buried  diamonds  there. 

There  left  to  ficken  in  that  land  of  woe 
Where  o’erfcorch’d  hills  infernal  breezes  blow, 

Whofe  every  blaft  fome  dire  contagion  brings. 

Fevers  or  death  on  its  deftrudtive  wings. 

Till  fate  relenting,  its  laft  arrows  drew 
brought  death  to  them,  and  infamy  to  you. 

Pests  of  mankind  1  remembrance  Ihall  recall 
And  paint  thefe  horrors  to  the  view  of  all  5 
Heaven  has  not  turn’d  to  its  own  works  a  foe 
Nor  left  to  monfters  thefe  fair  realms  below, 

Elfe  had  your  arms  more  general  vengeance  fpread* 

And  thefe  gay  plains  been  dy’d  a  deeper  red***— b 
O  er  Britain  s  ifle  a  thoufand  woes  impend. 

Too  weak  to  conquer,  govern,  or  defend. 

To  liberty  ihe  holds  the  lying  claim— 

The  fubfhncc  wc  enjoy,  and  they  the  name  3 

U  < 
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Her  piince,  furrounaed  by  his  mitred  flaves, 

Still  claims  dominion  o’er  the  vagrant  waves  i 
Such  be  his  claims  o’er  all  the  world  befide, 

An  empty  nothing— madnefs,  rage,  and  pride. 

From  Europe’s  realms  fair  freedom  has  retir'd* 
And  even  in  Britain  has  the  fpark  expir’d — 

Sigh  tor  the  change  thy  haughty  empire  feels. 

Sigh  for  tlie  doom  that  no  difguife  conceals  ! 

Freedom  no  more  thall  Albion's  clifts  furvey  5 
Corruption  there  has  planted  all  her  fway, 

Freedom  difdains  her  honeft  head  to  rear, 
i  o  herd  with  North)  or  Bute,  ox  Mansfield  there j 
She  fhuns  their  gilded  fpires,  and  domes  of  ft  ate, 
Refolv’d,  O  Virtue,  at  thy  thrine  to  wait, 

’Midft  favage  woods  and  wilds  the  dares  to  ftray, 

And  bids  uncultur’d  nature  bloom  more  gay  \ 

She  is  that  glorious  and  immortal  fun. 

Without  whofe  ray  this  w'orld  would  be  undone, 

A  mere  dull  chaos,  funk  in  deepeft  night. 

An  abjedl  fomething,  without  form  or  light. 

Of  reptiles,  worft  in  rank,  the  dire  abode. 

Perpetual  mifchief,  and  the  dragon’s  brood. 

Let  Turks  and  Ruffians  glut  their  fields  with  bloo«L 
Again  Let  Britain  dye  the  Atlantic  flood, 

Let  all  the  eaft  adore  the  fanguine  wreathe 
And  gain  new  glories  from  the  works  of  death— 
America  !  the  works  of  peace  be  thine, 

Thus  (halt  thou  gain  a  triumph  more  divine— 

To  thee  belongs  a  fecond  golden  reign. 

Thine  is  the  empire  o’er  a  peaceful  main  j 
Protect  the  rights  of  human  kind  below, 

Crufh  the  proud  tyrant  who  becomes  their  foe. 
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And  future  times  /hall  own  our  druggies  bled. 

And  future  years  enjoy  perpetual  red. 

Americans  !  revenge  your  country’s  wrongs ; 

To  you  the  honour  of  this  deed  belongs, 

Your  arms  did  once  this  finking  land  fudain. 

And  fav’d  thofe  dimes  where  Freedom  yet  mud  reign— 
Your  bleeding  foil  this  ardent  ta/k  demands. 

Expel  yon’  thieves  from  thefe  polluted  lands, 

Expedl  no  peace  till  haughty  Britain  yields, 

'Till  humbled  Britain  quits  your  ravag’d  fields— 

Still  to  the  charge  that  routed  foe  returns. 

The  war  dill  rages,  and  the  battle  burns — 

No  dull  debates,  or  tedious  counfels  know, 

Butrudi,  at  once,  embodied  on  the  foe  5— 

With  hell -born  fpit?  a  feven  years  war  they  wage, 

‘The  pirate  Goodrich ,  and  the  ruffian  Gage . 

Your  injur’d  country  groans  while  yet  they  day, 

Attend  her  groans,  and  force  their  hods  away  $ 

Your  mighty  wrongs  the  tragic  mufe  /hall  grace. 

Your  gallant  deeds  /hall  fire  a  future  race  5 
To  you  /hall  kings  and  potentates  appeal. 

You  /hall  the  doom  of  jqrring  nations  feal  $ 

A  glorious  empire  rifes,  bright  and  new  ! 

Firm  be  its  bafis,  and  mud  red  on  you— 

Fame  o’er  the  mighty  pile  expands  her  wings, 

Remote  from  princes,  bidiops,  lords,  and  kings, 

1  hofe  fancied  gods,  who,  fam’d  through  every  diore, 
Mankind  have  fa/hioned,  and,  like  fools,  adore. 

Here  yet  {hall  heaven  the  joys  of  peace  bedow. 

While  o’er  our  foil  the  dreams  of  plenty  flow, 

And  o’er  the  main  we  fpread  the  trading  fail. 

Wafting  the  produce  of  the  rural  vale. 
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XS  N'Ptu«  trac’d  the  azure  main, 
hat  own’d  fo  late  proud  Britain’s  reign, 
A  floating  pile  approach’d  his  car 
The  fcane  0f  terror,  and  of  war. 

As  nearer  ftill  the  monarch  drew, 

(Her  (tarry  flag  difplay’d  to  view) 

He  alk’d  a  Triton  of  his  train 

“  What  flaS  was  this  that  rode  the  main- 

“  A  ft5P  of  fu'h  a  gallant  mien 
"  This  many  a  day  I  have  not  feen, 

“  To  ”°  mean  power  can  (he  belong, 

“  S°fwift'  {°  warlike,  flout  and  ftrong. 

“  See  how  ae  “cunts  the  foaming  wave— 
“  Where  other  lhips  would  find  a  grave, 

“  Majeftic,  awful,  and  ferene 
“  She  walks  the  ocean  like  its  queen.”— 

"  Great  monarch  of  the  hoary  deep, 

“  Whofe  trident  awes  the  waves  to  deep, 
(Reply’d  a  triton  of  his  train) 

?*  This  dip,  that  Items  the  weflero  main. 
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««  To  thofe  new,  rifing  States  belongs, 

«  Who,  in  refentment  of  their  wrongs, 

4t  Oppofe  proud  Britain’s  rugged  fway 
if  And  combat  her  by  land  and  fea. 

**  This  pile  of  fuch  fuperior  fame 
<(  From  their  ftridt  union  takes  her  name, 
tc  For  them  {he  cleaves  the  briny  tide, 

<(  While  terror  marches  by  her  fide. 

t(  When  {he  unfurls  her  flowing  fails. 

Though  ftormy  blow  the  ftubborn  gales, 

8‘  In  dreadful  pomp  {he  ploughs  the  main* 

€i  While  adverfe  tempefts  rage  in  vain. 

**  When  flie  difplays  her  gloomy  tier , 
ef  The  boldeft  Britons  freeze  with  fear, 

*c  And,  owning  her  fuperior  might, 

**  Seek  their  befi  fafety  in  their  flight. 

ei  But,  when  {he  pours  the  dreadful  blaze^ 
f<  And  thunder  from  her  cannon  plays. 

The  horrid  flalh  that  wings  the  ball, 
i(  Compells  thofe  foes  to  Jtrike  or  fall. 

tl  Though  {he,  with  her  triumphant  train* 

4‘  Might  fill  with  awe  the  Britifli  main. 

Yet  filial  to  the  land  that  bore 
if  She  flays  to  guard  her  native  {hore. 

tf  Though  {he  might  make  their  cruifers  groan 
i(  That  fail  beneath  the  torrid  zone , 

4(  She  kindly  lends  a  nearer  aid. 
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Annoys  them  here,  and  guards  the  trade. 

“  Now>  traveling  the  eaftern  main 
“  She  greets  the  fhores  of  France  and  Spain  j 
“  Her  gallant  flag  difplay’d  to  view 
“  Invites  the  old  world  to  the  new. 

"  This  talk  atchiev’d,  behold  her  go 
“  To  feas  congeal’d  with  ice  and  fnow^ 

To  either  tropick,  and  the  line 
‘‘  Where  funs  with  endlefs  fervour  lhine, 

"  Not,  Argo,  in  thy  womb  was  found 
“  Such  hearts  of  brafs,  as  here  abound  j 
<f  They  for  their  golden  fleece  did  fly, 

Thefe  fail  to  vanqui/h  tyranny.”— 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

Captain  NICHOLAS  BIDDLE, 

Commander  of  the  Randolph  Frigate, 

Blown  up  near  Farbadoes— i77c. 


A  T  diflant  thunders  rend  the  /kies, 
What  clouds  of  fmoke  in  volumes  rife. 
What  means  this  dreadful  roar  ! 

Is  from  his  bafe  Vefu'v'ius  thrown, 

Is  iky-topt  Atlas  tumbled  down. 

Or  Etna's  felf  no  more  i 
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Shock  after  Ihock  torments  my  ear  ; 

And  Jo  !  two  hoftile  fhips  appear, 

Red  lightnings  round  them  glow  : 

The  Yarmouth  boafts  of  fixty-four. 

The  Randolph  thirty-two — no  more—. 

And  will  Ihe  fight  this  foe  ! 

The  Randolph  foon  on  Stygian  ftreams 
Shall  coaft  along  the  land  of  dreams. 

The  illands  of  the  dead  ! 

But  fate,  that  parts  them  on  the  deep, 

Shall  fave  the  Briton,  ftill  to  weep 
His  ancient  honours  fled. 

Say,  who  commands  that  difmal  blaze, 

Where  yonder  ftarry  ftreamer  plays; 

Does  Mars  with  Jove  engage  ! 

’Tis  Biddle  wings  thofe  angry  fires, 

Biddle,  whofe  bofom  Jo-ve  infpire.s 
With  more  than  mortal  rage. 

Tremendous  flafh  !— and  hark,  the  ball 
Drives  through  old  Yarmouth,  flames  and  all  i 
Her  braveft  Tons  expire  ; 

Did  Mars  himfelf  approach  fo  nigh. 

Even  Mars,  without  difgrace,  might  fly 
The  Randolph’s  fiercer  fire. 

The  Briton  views  his  mangled  crew, 

<e  And  fliall  we  ftrike  to  thirty-two , 

(Said  Heftor,  ftain’d  with  gore) 

U  Shall  Britain’s  flag  to  thsfe  defcend— < 
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“  Rire>  and  thc  glorious  conflict  end, 

“  Britons,  I  a/k  no  more  ! 


He  fpoke— -they  charg'd  their  cannon  round 
gain  the  vaulted  heavens  refound. 

The  Randolph  bore  it  all. 

Then  fix'd  her  pointed  cannons  true^ 
-Away  the  unwieldy  vengeance  flew  j 
Britain,  thy  warriors  fall. 


j 


The  Yarmouth  faw,  with  dire  difmay. 
Her  wounded  hull,  ftrouds  <hot  away. 

Her  boldeft  heroes  dead _ 

She  faw  amidft  her  floating  flain 
The  conquering  Randolph  ftem  the  main 
She  faw,  the  turn’d,  and  fled  ! 


- me  Dee 

Hear  Biddle,  had  the  powers  divine 

Been  kind  as  thou  wert  brave  $ 
But  fate,  who  doom'd  thee  to  expire’, 
Prepar’d  an  arrow  tipt  with  fire. 

And  mark’d  a  wat’ry  grave, 


. 


And  in  that  hour  when  conqueft  came 
Wing'd  at  his  /hip  a  pointed  flame 
That  not  even  he  could  /hun— 

The  conqueft  ceas’d,  the  Yarmouth  fled, 
The  burftmg  Randolph  ruin  fpread, 

A&d  IqIL  what  honour  won* 
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J.  HOU,  who  on  fome  dark  mountain’s  brow 
Haft  toil’d  thy  life  away  till  now. 

And  often  from  that  rugged  fteep 
Beheld  the  vaft  extended  deep, 

Come  from  thy  foreft,  and  with  me 
Learn  what  it  is  to  go  to  fea. 

There  endlefs  plains  the  eye  furveys 
As  far  from  land  the  veffel  ftrays  5- 
No  longer  hill  nor  dale  is  feen, 

The  realms  of  death  intrude  between, 

But  fear  no  ill  j  refolve,  with  me 
To  (hare  the  dangers  of  the  fea. 

But  look  not  there  for  verdant  fields— 

Far  different  profpedts  Neptune  yields  j 
Green  feas  fhall  only  greet  the  eye, 

Thofe  feas  encircled  by  the  fky, 

Jmmenfe  and  deep— cotne  then  with  me 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  fea. 

Yet  fometimes  groves  and  meadows  gay 
Delight  the  feamen  on  their  way  ; 

From  the  deep  feas  that  round  us  fwell 
With  rocks  the  furges  to  repel 
Some  verdant  ifle,  by  waves  embrac’d. 

Swells,  to  adorn  the  wat’ry  wafte, 

X 


> 


ij  '■  ; 


Though  now  this  vaft  expanfe  appear 
With  glafly  furface,  calm  and  clear  ; 
Be  not  deceiv’d — ’tis  but  a  fliow. 

For  many  a  corpfe  is  laid  below _ 

Even  Britain’s  lads — it  cannot  be— 
They  were  the  majiers  of  the  fea  ! 


Now  combating  upon  the  brine, 

Where  /hips  in  flaming  fquadrons  join, 

At  every  blaft  the  brave  expire 

’Midi!  clouds  of  fmoke,  and  ftreams  of  fire  ^ 

But  fcorn  all  fear  $  advance  with  me— 

*Tis  but  the  cuftom  of  the  fea. 
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Now  we  the  peaceful  wave  divide. 
On  broken  furges  now  we  ride, 
Now  every  eye  diflolves  with  woe 
As  on  fome  lee-ward  coaft  we  go— ■> 
Half  loft,  half  buried  in  the  main 
Hope  fcarcely  beams  on  life  again* 


Above  us  ftorms  diftradt  the  /ky. 
Beneath  us  depths  unfathom’d  lie. 
Too  near  we  fee,  a  ghaftly  fight. 
The  realms  of  everlafting  night, 

A  wat’ry  tomb  of  ocean-green 
And  only  one  frail  plank  between  ! 


But  winds  muft  ceafe,  and  ftorms  decay, 
Not  always  lafts  the  gloomy  day, 

Again  the  Ikies  are  warm  and  clear? 
Again  foft  zephyrs  fan  the  airj 


--  - 
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Again  we  find  the  long  loft  fiiore, 
The  winds  oppofe  our  wifh  no  more. 

If  thou  haft  courage  to  defpife 
The  various  changes  of  the  (kies, 
To  difregard  the  ocean’s  rage, 
Unmov’d  when  hoftile  {hips  engage, 
Come  from  thy  foreft,  and  with  me 
Learn  what  it  is  to  go  to  fea. 
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HAT  mean  thefe  dreams,  and  hideous  forms  that 
Night  after  night,  tormentors  to  my  eyes—  [rile 

No  real  foes  thefe  horrid  Ihapes  can  be, 

But  thrice  as  much  they  vex  and  torture  me. 

How  curs’d  is  he,  how  doubly  curs’d  am  I— * 

Who  lives  in  pain,  and  yet  who  dares  not  die  j 
To  him  no  joy  this  world  of  nature  brings, 

In  vain  the  wild  rofe  blooms,  the  daify  fpringi. 

Is  this  a  prelude  to  fome  new  difgrace, 

Some  baleful  omen  to  my  name  and  race _ ! 

It  may  be  fo— ere  mighty  Cefar  died 
Prefaging  Nature  felt  his  doom,  and  figh’d  3 
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A  bellowing  voice  through  midnight  grove,  was  heard, 
d  threatening  ghofts  at  dulk  of  eve  appear’d- 

rC  rutus  fell>  to  adverfe  fates  a  prey, 

His  evil  genius  met  him  on  the  way, 

And  fo  may  mine  .'-but  who  would  yield  fo  foon 
A  prize  fome  luckier  hour  may  make  my  own  >— 
Shame  feize  my  crown  ere  fuch  a  deed  be  mine-. 

No  to  the  1  aft  my  fquadrons  {hall  combine. 

And  fay  my  foes,  while  foes  remain  to  fay. 

Or  heaven  lhall  grant  me  one  aufpicious  day. 

Is  there  a  robber  clofe  in  Newgate  hemm’d, 

Is  there  a  cut-throat,  fetter’d  and  condemn’d  ? 

Hafte,  loyal  f  aves,  to  George’s  ftandard  come, 

Attend  his  le&ures  when  you  hear  the  drum  ; 

Vour  chains  I  break-for  better  days  prepare, 

Come  out,  my  friends,  from  prifon  and  from  care. 

Far  to  the  welt  I  plan  your  defperate  fway. 

There  ’tis  no  fin  to  ravage,  burn,  and  fay. 

There  without  fear  your  bloody  aimspurfue, 

And  /how  mankind  what  Engli/h  thieves  can  do. 

That  day,  when  firft  I  mounted  to  the  throne, 

I  fwore  to  let  all  foreign  foes  alone. 

Through  love  of  peace  to  terms  did  I  advance, 

And  made,  they  fay,  a  /hameful  peace  with  France. 

But  different  fcenes  rife  horrid  to  my  view, 

I  charg’d  my  hofts  to  plunder  and  fubdue— 

At  firft,  indeed,  I  thought  fiiort  wars  to  wage 
And  fent  a  fcoundrel  by  the  name  of  Gage, 

For  ’twas  but  right,  that  thofe  we  mark’d  for  flaves 
Should  be  reduc’d  by  cowards,  fools  and  knaves  : 

Awhile  directed  by  his  feeble  hand 

My  troops  were  kick’d  and  pelted  through  the  land. 
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Or  ftarv’d  in  Bofton,  curs’d  the  unlucky  hour 
They  left  their  dungeons  for  that  fatal  Ihore. 

France  aids  them  now,  a  defperate  game  I  play. 
And  hoftile  Spain  will  do  the  fame,  they  fay  5 
My  armies  vanquish'd,  and  my  heroes  fled, 

My  people  murmuring,  and  my  commerce  dead. 

My  Shatter’d  navy  pelted,  bruis’d,  and  dubb’d. 

By  Dutchmen  bullied,  and  by  Frenchmen  drubb’d. 

My  name  abhorr’d,  my  nation  in  difgrace, 

How  Should  I  aft  in  fuch  a  mournful  cafe  ! 

My  hopes  aqd  joys  are  vanish’d  with  my  coin. 

My  ruin’d  army,  and  my  loft  Burgoyne  ! 

What  Shall  I  do — confefs  my  labours  vain. 

Or  whet  my  tufks,  and  to  the  charge  again  ! 

But  where’s  my  force — my  choiceft  troops  are  fled. 

Some  thoufands  crippled,  and  a  myriad  dead— 

If  I  were  own’d  the  ftoutell  of  mankind. 

And  hell  with  all  her  rage  infpir’d  my  mind. 

Could  I  at  once  with  Spain  and  France  contend. 

And  fight  the  rebels ,  on  the  world’s  green  end  ? 

The  pangs  of  parting  I  can  ne’er  endure. 

Yet  part  we  muft,  and  part  to  meet  no  more  ? 

Oh,  damn  this  Congrefs ,  damn  each  upftart  Stafe, 

On  whofe  commands  ten  thoufand  captains  wait  5 
From  various  climes  that  dire  AJJ'embly  came, 

True  to  their  truft,  and  hoftile  to  my  fame, 

’Tis  thefe,  ah  thefe,  have  ruin’d  half  my  fway, 
Difgrac’d  my  arms,  and  led  my  Slaves  aftray— 

Curs’d  be  the  day  when  firft  I  faw  the  fun. 

Curs’d  be  the  hour  when  I  thefe  wars  begun. 

The  fiends  of  darknefs  then  poSTefs’d  my  mind, 

‘And  powers  unfriendly  to  the  humankind. 
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To  wafting  grief,  and  fullen  rage  a  prey, 

°  Scotland’s  utmoft  verge  I  take  my  way, 
There  with  eternal  ftorms  due  concert  keep 

And  w,lite  the  bi,lows  rage>  a$  fierce]y 

1  6  ”sl’lanJ  lads>  my  r“gged  fate  bemoan, 
Affift  me  with  one  fympathiring  groan. 

Tor  late  1  find  the  nations  are  my  foes, 

1  mull  fubmit,  and  that  with  bloody  nofe, 

Or,  like  our  James,  fly  bafely  from  the  (late, 
r  fliare,  what  dill  is  worfe— old  Charin' s  fate. 


the 
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iv!  IS  "°nf”fe)  fa!d  r’  t0  beWaft!"S  -y  time 
/hen  fVbijcum  as  well  may  amufe  them  with  rhyme, 

deflators,  new  poem,  and  effajs  fublime  : 

fdis  jibes  and  his  jeers^ 

His  /a tires  and  fneeys, 

His  tricks  and  his  fancies  are  fo  very  fine. 

By  the  Ihoul  of  ihaint  Patrick,  I  wiih  they  werg 

Notv,  mend  me  a  pen,  and  I’ll  fhew  you  fome  f™”*' 

JS  a  Oily  to  dance  when  the  mafic  is  done— 

’Where  nothing  is  ventur’d  no  laurels  are  won  ; 
Although  he  was  dead. 

As  the  newfpaper  faid, 

It  was  folly  to  pay  for  his  funeral  bell. 

For  here  he  returns  to  infult  us  from  hell. 
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SpeBator  he  gave  us  by  way  of  new  le&ure, 

But  it  vaniih’d  fo  quick  we  are  apt  to  conjecture 
Jnftead  of  SpeBator  it  fliould  have  been  JpeBre  3 
It’s  life  was  a  day, 

And  it  vanifli’d  away 

To  thofe  horrid  retreats  that  di/honour  the  ground. 
Where  Settle  and  Dennis ,  and  'Tibbald  are  found. 

What  a  fplutter  he  makes  with  adafh  of  his  quill* 

What  a  grinding  he  keeps  on  his  poetry-mill j 
From  morning  till  midnight  it  never  {lands  ftill  , 

Lad  blefs  us,  faid  I, 

With  a  tear  and  a  figh, 

This  poet  of  poets  imported  fo  late 

Will  kill  his  dear  felf  for  the  good  of  our  States 

Ye  men  of  Aflembly,  his  leCtures  attend. 

Your  wifeit  proceedings  he  knows  how  to  mend. 

He  will  give  his  advice  like  a  true  hearted  friend  3 
Young  widows  he’ll  kill 
With  a  ftroke  of  your  bill  ; 

For  the  fake  of  yourfelves  let  it  never  be  faid 
You  flighted  his  counfels  for  three  pence  a-head. 

Now  a  war  with  the  Spaniards  he  threatens,  O  yes  ! 
Here,  beat  up  to  arms,  and  relieve  his  diftrefs  ! 
in  a  month  we  {hall  end  it,  and  who  knows  but  lefs«» 
By  the  help  of  his  fong 
We’ll  mufter  fo  ftrong 

That  Congrefs  {hall  own  their  remonflrance  is  vain. 
And  make  iflm  their  captain  to  conquer  New  Spain* 
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I  never  would  charge  my  artillery  high 

W  e“!t"°thi”StoVei  but  the  b““  of*  fly, 

enmonkies  and  puppies  are  only  to  die—  ; 

His  head  and  his  hand 
Are  both  at  a  Hand, 

What  malice  to  vent,  or  what  nonfenfe  to  fay. 
What  fat, re  to  write,  or  what  new  tune  to  pky. 

So  often  attack’d,  lhall  I  never  reply-  ? 

Muft  JVbaycum  forever  all  fatire  defy—  ? 

Away  with  your  comfort,  and  leave  me  to  figh  ! 

The  fun  s  in  the  weft. 

And  I  am  oppreft 

With  fellows  attempting  to  blacken  my  mufe 

Who  hardly  have  genius  to  blacken  my  Jhoes. 

But  when  I  reflea  that  I  have  for  a  foe  ' 

A  fliadow  departed  full  twelve  days  ago, 

W,th  a  letter  of  licence  return’d  from  Low, 

To  his  fcreeches  and  bawling 
And  fuch  catterwauling, 

Ales,  it  were  madnefs  in  me  to  reply. 

And  fo,  Mr.  Sfe{lre,  J  bid  you  goodly. 
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DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

His  Britannic  Majesty  and  Mr.  Fox. 


Supported  to  have  parted  about  the  time  of  the  approach  of  the 
combined  fleets  of  France  and  Spain  to  the  Britifh  coafts, 

Augujl  1779. 


King  G» 

p 

VT  O  O  D  matter  Fox,  your  counfel  I  implore, 

Still  George  the  third,  but  potent  George  no  more. 
By  North  conduced  to  the  brink  of  fate, 
a  mourn  my  folly  and  my  pride  too  late  : 

The  promifes  he  made,  when  once  we  met 
In  Kew’s  gay  /hades  *,  I  never  /hall  forget. 

That  at  my  feet  the  wettern  world  /hould  fall. 

And  bow  to  me  the  potent  lord  of  all _ 

Curfe  on  his  hopes,  his  councils  and  his  fchemes, 

His  plans  of  conquert,  and  his  golden  dreams, 

Thefe  have  allur’d  me  to  the  jaws  of  hell. 

By  Satan  tempted  thus  Ifcariot  fell  : 

Diverted  of  majeftic  pomp  I  come, 

My  royal  robes  and  airs  I’ve  left  at  home, 

Speak  freely,  friend,  whate’er  you  choofe  to  fay, 
Suppofe  me  equal  with  yourfelf  to-day  : 

How  /hall  I  /hun  the  mifchiefs  that  impend  ? 

How  /hall  I  make  Columbia']'  yet  my  friend  ? 

*  The  royal  gardens  at  Kew. 

f  America,  fo  called,  by  poetical  liberty,  from  its  difcovercr; 

Y 
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I  dread  the  power  of  each  revolted  State, 

The  convex  Eaft  hangs  balanc’d  with  their  weight. 
How  /hall  I  dare  the  rage  of  France  and  Spain/ 
^nd  loft  dominion  o’er  the  waves  regain  ? 

Advife  me  quick,  for  doubtful  while  we  ftaml, 
Deftruftion  gathers  o’er  this  wretched  land  : 

'h efe  hoftile  fquadrons  to  my  ruin  led, 

Thefe  Gallic  thunders  fill  my  foul  with  dread. 

If  thefe  Should  conquer — Britain  thou  muft  fall 
And  bend,  a  province,  to  the  haughty  Gaul  : 

If  this  muft  be— thou  earth,  expanding  wide, 
Unlucky  George  in  thy  dark  entrails  hide— 

'V  e  oceans,  wrap  me  in  your  dark  embrace _ 

Ye  mountains,  fhroud  me  to  your  loweft  bafe-* 

Tall  on  my  head,  ye  everlafting  rocks _ 

But  why  fo  penfive,  my  good  mafter  Fox  ? 

Fox . 

While  in  the  arms  of  power  and  peace  you  lay. 
Ambition  led  your  reftlefs  foul  aftray. 

PofTeft  of  lands  extending  far  and  wide, 

And  more  than  Rome  could  boaft  in  all  her  pride, 
Yet,  not  contented  with  that  mighty  ftore. 

Like  a  true  mifer,  ftill  you  fought  for  more  * 

And,  all  in  raptures  for  a  tyrant’s  reign, 

You  ftrove  your  fubjefts  deareft  rights  to  chain  ; 
Thofe  ruffian  hofts  beyond  the  ocean  fent. 

By  your  commands  on  blood  and  murder  bent. 

With  cruel  hand  the  form  of  man  defac’d, 

And  laid  the  toils  of  art  and  nature  wafte, 

(For  crimes  like  thefe  imperial  Britain  bends. 

For  crimes  like  thefe  her  ancient  glory  ends) 

Thefe  lands,  once  trueft  to  your  name  and  race, 
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Whom  the  wide  ocean’s  utmoft  waves  embrace, 

Your  juft  protection  bafely  you  deny’d, 

Their  towns  you  plunder’d,  and  you  burnt  beflde. 
Virginia’s  (laves,  without  one  blufh  of  (hame, 

Againft  their  lords  you  arm’d  with  fword  and  flame  } 
At  every  port  your  (hips  of  war  you  laid, 

And  drove  to  ruin  and  diftrefs  their  trade, 

Yet  here,  ev’n  here,  your  mighty  proje&s  fail’d  $ 

For  then  from  creeks  their  hardy  feamen  fail’d, 

In  fiendei  barques  they  crofs’d  a  ftormy  main, 

And  traffick’d  for  the  wealth  of  France  and  Spain  5 
O’er  either  tropic  and  the  line  they  pafs’d, 

And,  deeply  laden,  fafe  return’d  at  laft  : 

Nor  think  they  yet  had  bow’d  to  Britain’s  fway, 
Though  diftant  nations  had  not  join’d  the  fray, 

AUne  they  fought  your  armies  and  your  fleet, 

And  made  your  Clintons  and  your  Howes  retreat, 

And  yet  while  France  (food  doubting  if  to  join, 

Four  flips  they  captur  d,  and  they  took  Burgoyne  ! 
How  vain  is  Britain  s  ftrengtii,  her  armies  now 
Before  Columbia’s  bolder  veterans  bow  ; 

Her  gallant  veterans  all  our  force  defpife. 

Though  late  from  ruin  *  we  beheld  them  rife  ; 

Before  their  arms  our  ftrongeft  bulwarks  fall. 

They  ftorm  the  rampart  and  they  fcalethe  wall  j  f 
With  equal  dread,  on  either  fervice  fent. 

They  feize  a  fortrefs,  or  they  ftrike  a  tent. 

But  (hould  we  bow  beneath  a  foreign  yoke. 

And  potent  France  atchieve  the  humbling  ftroke. 

Yet  every  power,  and  even  ourfelves,  muft  fay, 

<c  Juft  is  the  vengeance  of  the  (kies  to-day 

*  The  Year  1776.  f  Stoney  Point,  Powles  Hook,  ^cv 
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For  crimes  like  ours  dire  vengeance  muff  atone; 

Forbear  your  faffs,  andiet  the /kies  alone- 

y  cruel  kings,  in  fierce  Britannia  bred. 

Such  feas  of  blood  have  firft  and  laft  been  <hed. 

That  now,  diff reft  for  each  inhuman  deed. 

Our  turn  has  come-our  turn  has  come  to  bleeds 

Forbear  your  groans  j  for  war  and  death  array, 

March  to  the  foe,  and  give  the  fates  their  way. 

Can  you  behold,  without  one  hearty  groan. 

The  fleets  of  France  fuperior  to  your  own  > 

Can  you  behold,  without  one  poignant  pang. 

The  foreign  conquefts  of  the  brave  D’Eftaing  >  * 
North  is  your  friend,  and  now  deftruftion  knocks. 
Still  take  his  counfel,  and  regard  not  Fox. 

King  G» 

Ah  !  fpeak  not  thus— your  words  will  break  my  heart. 
Some  fofter  counfel  to  my  ears  impart. 

How  can  I  march  to  meet  the  infulting  foe. 

Who  never  yet  to  hoftile  plains  did  go  ? 

When  was  I  vers’d  in  battles  or  in  blood  ? 

When  have  I  fought  upon  the  faithlefs  flood  ? 

Much  better  could  I  at  my  palace  door 
Recline  and  hear  the  diflant  cannons  roar. 

Cenerals  and  admirals  Britain  yet  can  boail. 

Some  fight  on  land,  and  fome  defend  the  coaft  j 
The  fame  of  thefe  throughout  the  globe  refounds* 

To  thefe  I  leave  the  glory  and  the  wounds  3 
But  fince  this  honour  for  no  blood  atones, 

I  mud  and  will  be  careful  of  my  bones. 

What  pleafure  to  your  monarch  would  it  be, 

If  Lords  and  Commons  could  at  laft  agree  $ 

*  Grenada, 
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Could  North  with  Fox  in  firm  alliance  dand, 

And  Burke  with  Sandwich  fhake  the  focial  hand, 

f 

Then  fhould  we  bring  the  rebels  to  our  feet, 

And  France  and  Spain  inglorioufiy  retreat, 

Her  ancient  glories  to  this  ifie  return, 

And  we  no  more  for  loft  Columbia  mourn. 

Fox . 

Alliance  ! — what  ' — YourHighnefs  mud  be  mad  : 

Say,  what  alliance  can  with  thefe  be  had  ? 

Can  lambs  and  wolves  in  focial  bands  ally  ? 

When  thefe  prove  friendly,  then  will  North  and  I. 
Alliance  !  no — I  curfe  the  horrid  thought  $ 

Ally  with  thofe  their  country’s  ruin  fought  ! 

Who  to  perdition  fold  their  native  land, 

Leagu’d  with  the  foe,  a  clofe  connected  band— 

Ally  with  thefe  ! — I  fpeak  it  to  your  face — 

Alliance  here  is  ruin  and  difgrace. 

Angels  and  devils  in  fuch  bonds  unite. 

So  hell  is  ally ’d  to  the  realms  of  light — 

Let  North  or  Germaine  dill  my  prayers  deride. 

Let  turn-coat  Johndon  take  the  courtly  fide, 

Even  Piet,  if  living,  might  with  thefe  agree  ; 

But  no  alliance  fh all  they  have  with  me. 

But  fince  no  fhame  forbids  your  tongue  to  own 
A  royal  coward  fills  Britannia’s  throne  $ 

Since  our  bed  chiefs  mud  fight  your  mad  campaigns. 
And  be  difgrac’d  at  lad  by  him  who  reigns, 

NOTES.}  Alliance  ! — what,  See.  See  his  fpeech  in  the  Iioufe 
of  Commons,  June  a 2,  1779,  in  anfwer  to  Lord  Nugent. 

Let  turn-caat  JohnJlon ,  See.  The  worthy  Britiih  commiffioner, 
of  bribing  memory,  who,  for  the  fake  of  a  few  guineas  belied 
his  own  confcience,  and  Tided  with  the  majority. 

And  be  difgrac’d  at  laft  by  him  who  reigns.  As  Gage,  the  Howes, 
Burgoyne,  & 'c.  for  not  doing  impoffibilities. 


'  .r  - 
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No  wonder,  heaven  !  fuch  iil  fuccefs  attend*  ! 

won  er  North  and  Mansfield  are  your  friends  ! 
l  r  ad'"Ce>  wi‘>>  thefe  to  battle  go, 

T=e  book-learned  heroes  may  confront  the  foe- 

SS  m  n  Ied  “S  t0W’rcls  the  bfink  of  fate 

L“"!  m  te  f°remoft  wbon  «t  Pluto’s  gate  ; 

coiiea  m’  T'a  dcrpemc  by  our  run  of  »«- 
Colleft  new  fury  from  this  hoft  of  foes 

And,  .11, M  with  themfelves,  to  ruin  fleer, 

Phe  juft  conclufion  of  their  mad  career. 

King  G. 

No  comfort  in  thefe  cruel  words  I  find_ 

Ungrateful  words  to  my  tormented  mind  - 

With  me  alone  both  France  anH  q  • 

-  ,  lce  and  Spam  contend,. 

not  one  nation  will  be  call’d  my  friend  : 
Unp.tymg  now  the  Dutchman  fees  me  fail, 

>=  Ruffian  leaves  me  to  the  haughty  Gaul, 
German,  grown  as  brutiih  as  the  Dane, 

Configns  my  carcafe  to  the  jaws  of  Spain.  ’ 

Where  are  the  hofls  they  promis’d  me  of  yore, 

en  rich  and  great  they  heard  my  thunders  roar. 
While  yet  confefs’d  the  mailer  of  the  fea, 

The  Germans  drain’d  their  wide  domain  /or  me. 

And  aiding  Britain  with  a  friendly  hand. 

Help!  to  fubdue  the  rebels  and  their  land’  >  * 

Ah  !  rebels,  rebels  !  infolent  and  mad  ; 

My  Scotti fli  rebels  were  not  half  f0  bad  f , 

They  foon  fubmitted  to  fuperior  fway  t  j 
But  thefe  grow  ftronger  as  my  hofts  dec’ay : 

What  liofts  have  periih’d  on  their  hoftile  (hore  ! 

*  J!’e  HeflU”s’  Waldeckers,  Anfpachers,  &V. 
f  The  year  r74s.  j  Cu|)odcji_ 
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They  went  for  conqueft,  but  return’d  no  more, 
Columbia,  thou  a  friend  in  better  times  ! 

Loft  are  to  me  thy  pleafurable  climes. 

You  wilh  me  buried  in  eternal  night, 

You  curfe  the  day  when  firft  I  faw  the  light— 

Thy  commerce  vanifh’d,  hoftile  nations  fhare. 

And  thus  you  leave  me  naked,  poor,  and  bare  $ 

Defpis’d  by  thofe  who  fhould  my  caufe  defend. 

And  helplefs  left  without  one  pitying  friend. 

Thefe  dire  affli&ions  fhake  my  changeful  throne, 

And  turn  my  brain — a  very  idiot  grown  : 

Of  all  the  iiles,  the  realms  with  which  I  part, 

Columbia  fits  the  heavieft  at  my  heart, 

She,  flie  provokes  the  deepeft,  heavieft  figh. 

And  makes  me  doubly  wretched  ere  I  die. 

Some  dreary  convent’s  unfrequented  gloom 
(Like  Charles  of  Spain)  had  better  be  my  doom*. 
There  while  in  abfence  from  my  crown  I  figh. 

The  Prince  of  Wales  thefe  ills  may  rectify  5 
A  happier  fortune  may  his  crown  await. 

He  yet  perhaps  may  fave  this  finking  ftate. 

I’ll  to  my  prayers,  my  bifhops  and  my  beads. 

And  beg  God’s  pardon  for  my  heinous  deeds  ; 

Thofe  ftreams  of  blood,  that  fpilt  by  my  command. 

Call  out  for  vengeance  on  this  guilty  land. 

Fox . 

You  afk  for  mercy— can  you  cry  to  God, 

NOTES.]  Like  Charles  of  Spain.  Sec.  Charles  V.  who,  in  1556, 
refigning  the  crown  to  his  fon  Philip  II.  lhut  himfelf  up  in  the 
monaftery  of  St.  Juft,  in  Spain,  where  he  died  two  years  after. 

I'll  to  my  prayers ,  my  bifhops,  and  my  beads.  This  is  not  faid 
without  foundation,  as  he  eftabliihed  the  Roman  Catholic  reli¬ 
gion  in  Canada,  in  1775. 


A  DIALOGUE,  &c. 

^  !>o  had  no  mercy  on  poorparfon  Dodd  ?  * 
o  inward  image  of  the  power  divine, 

°  gent,e  feel'ngs  warm  that  foul  of  thine  • 

Convents  you  have-no  need  to  look  for  new’ 

*  0Ur  COnvents  the  brothel  and  the  Hew. 

One  horrid  aft  f  difgrac’d  old  Jeffe’s  fon, 

And  that  one  blemiih  have  you  hit  upon  • 

Vou  feiz’d  an  Englifn  Quaker’s  tempting  wife. 

And  pulh’d  him  off  to  lofe  his  fneaking  life  . 

Even  to  that  coaft  where  freedom  fent  to  quel’l. 

All  in  their  pride  the  flower  of  Britain  fell. 

But  ruin’d  was  your  fcheme,  the  plan  was  vain. 

For  when  were  Quakers  in  a  battle  llain  > 

As  well  might  Whales  by  doling  waves  expire. 

Or  Salamanders  perifh  in  the  fire. 

When  France  and  Spain  are  thund’ring  at  you,  doors. 
Is  this  a  time  for  kings  to  lodge  with  whores  ? 

Jn  °ne  Aort  Sentence  take  my  whole  advice, 

(It  is  no  time  to  flatter  and  be  nice) 

With  all  your  foul  for  inftant  peace  contend, 

-Thus  fliall  you  be  your  country’s  trueft  friend— 
l’eace,  heavenly  peace,  may  flay  your  tottering  throne, 

t  ?n'Semo?u ri;hWh0ft hM°ry iS  We"  k"°Wn ’ 

N  °'rE;]  fvz’d  an  Englijh  taker's  tempting  wife  «  mi 
connection  between  vice  and  meannefs  is  a  fit  obieftfor  fofT  lC 
but  when  the  fatireis  a  fad,  it  . cuts  with  the  mImI  *1  ' 

of  a  diamond.  If  a  Quaker  in  irremtlbIe  power 

Property,  and  the  chaftity  of  his  houfe^tak^8  JUft  rightS’  his 

is  expelled  the  meeting  /but  the  prefect  kint  of  v  he 

feduced  and  took  into  keeping  a  filter  of  th  ?  /  ing,and’  who 
rencedand  fupported  with  wh/Zn  Z 

rc <he  whs  r  n>  «r  s  er 

Of  being  cuckolded  by  a  creature  SK  fklngT''  “  ‘f  ^ 
metu,an  crifu ,  No.  3.  Printed  at  Philadelphia,  1777. 
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But  wars  and  death  and  blood  can  profit  none. 

To  Rufiia  fend,  in  humbleft  guife  array’d, 

And  beg  her  intercefiion,  not  her  aid  : 

Withdraw  your  armies  from  th’  Americ’  Ihore, 

And  vex  Columbia  with  your  fleets  no  more  $ 

Vain  are  their  conquefis,  paft  experience  fhews. 

For  what  this  hour  they  gain,  the  next  they  lofe. 
Implore  the  friendlhip  of  thefe  injur’d  States  $ 

No  longer  ftrive  againft  the  ftubborn  fates. 

Since  heav’n  has  doom’d  Golumbia  to  be  free, 

What  is  her  commerce  and  her  wealth  to  thee  ? 
Since  heav’n  that  land  of  promife  has  denied. 
Regain  by  prudence  what  you  loft  by  pride  : 
Immediate  ruin  each  delay  attends. 

Imperial  Britain  fcarce  her  coaft  defends  ; 

Hibernia  fees  the  threat’ning  foes  advance. 

And  feels  an  ague  at  the  thoughts  of  France  5 
Jamaica  mourns  her  half-protedled  ftate, 

Barbadoes  foon  may  i hare  Grenada’s  fate. 

And  every  ifle  that  owns  your  reign  to-day. 

May  bow  to-morrow  to  great  Louis’  fway. 

Yes — while  I  fpeak,  your  empire,  great  before^ 
Contra&s  its  limits,  and  is  great  no  more. 

Unhappy  prince  !  what  madnefs  has  poflefl. 

What  worfe  than  madnefs  feiz’d  thy  vengeful  breafl3 
When  white-rob’d  peace  before  thy  portal  flood. 

To  drive  her  hence,  and  ftain  the  world  with  blood  ? 
For  this  deftru&ion  threatens  from  the  Ikies  j 
See  hoftile  navies  to  our  ruin  rife  j 
Our  fleets  inglorious  Ihun  the  force  of  Spain, 

And  France  triumphant  ftems  the  fubjedt  mail}. 
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CANTO  I.  Capture. 

*A  S  S  IS  T  me,  Clio!  while  in  verfe  I  tell 
The  dire  misfortunes  that  a  fhip  befell. 

Which  outward  bound,  to  St.  Euftatil’s  fhore. 
Death  and  difafter  through  the  billows  bore. 

From  Philadelphia’s  crowded  port  fhe  came  5 
For  there  the  builder  plann’d  her  lofty  frame, 

With  wond’rous  /kill,  and  excellence  of  art 
He  form’d,  difpos’d,  and  order’d  every  part. 

With  joy  beheld  the  ftately  fabric  rife 
To  a  flout  bulwark  of  rtupendous  fize, 

’Till  launch’d  at  lart,  capacious  of  the  freight, 

He  left  her  tb  the  Pilots,  and  her  fate. 

First  from  her  depths  the  tapering  marts  afcend, 
On  whofe  firm  bulk  the  tranfverfe  yards  depend. 

By  fhrouds  and  rtays  fecur’d  from  rtde  to  fide 
Trees  grew  on  trees,  fufpended  o’er  the  tide. 

Firm  to  the  yards  extended,  broad  and  vaft 
They  hung  the  fails  fufceptive  of  the  blart. 

Far  o’er  the  prow  the  lengthy  bowfprit  lay. 
Supporting  on  the  extreme  the  taught  Gib-flay, 
Twice  ten  fix  pounders  at  their  port  holes  plac’d 
And  rang’d  in  rows,  flood  hoftile  in  the  waift  : 

Thus  all  prepar’d,  impatient  for  the  feas, 

She  left  her  Ration  with  an  adverfe  breeze, 


The  BRITISH  PRISON  SHIP. 


i«7 


This  her  firft  outfet  from  her  native  fhore, 

To  Teas  a  ftranger,  and  untry’d  before. 

From  the  bright  radiance  that  his  glories  fpread 
Ere  from  the  eaft  gay  Phcebus  lifts  his  head, 

From  the  fweet  morn,  a  kindred  name  /he  won, 
Aurora  call’d,  the  offspring  of  the  fun, 

Whofe  form  projecting,  the  broad  prow  difplays. 

Far  glittering  o’er  the  wave,  a  mimic  blaze. 

The  gay  fhip  now,  in  all  her  pomp  and  pride. 
With  fails  expanded,  flew  along  the  tide  5 
’Twas  thy  deep  ftream,  O  Delaware,  that  bore 
This  pile  intended  for  a  fouthern  fhore, 

Bound  to  thofe  ifles  where  endlefs  fummer  reigns, 

Fair  fruits,  gay  blofioms,  and  enamell’d  plains  j 
Where  Hoping  lawns  the  roving  fwain  invite. 

And  the  cool  morn  fucceeds  the  breezy  night, 

Where  each  glad  day  a  heaven  unclouded  brings 
And  fky-topt  mountains  teem  with  golden  fprings. 

From  Cape  Henlopen,  urg’d  by  favouring  gales. 
When  morn  emerg’d,  we  fea-ward  fpread  our  fails, 
Then  eaft-fouth-eaft  explor’d  the  briny  way, 

Clofe  to  the  wind,  departing  from  the  bay  j 
No  longer  feen  the  hoarfe  refounding  ftrand, 

With  hearts  elate  we  hurried  from  the  land, 

Efcap’d  the  dangers  of  that  fhelvy  ground 
To  lailors  fatal,  and  for  wrecks  renown’d— - 

The  gale  increafes  as  we  item  the  main, 

Now  fcarce  the  hills  their  fky-blue  mill  retain, 

At  laft  they  fink  beneath  the  rolling  wave 

That  feems  their  fummits,  as  they  fink,  to  lave  3 

Abaft  the  beam  the  frefhening  breezes  play, 

No  mifls  advancing  to  deform  the  day, 
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No  tempers  rifing  o’er  the  fplendid  fcene, 

A  fea  unruffled,  and  a  heaven  ferene. 

h«  ftm  fufpicious  of  fome  aei  h 

Aloft  the  Matter  bade  a  Seaman  go! 

To  mark  if,  ftom  the  maft,s  ^ 

rough  all  the  round  a  veflel  came  in  fight. 

oo  foon  the  Seaman's  glance,  extending  wide 
Far  diftant  in  the  eaft  a  Ihip  efpy-d. 

Her  lofty  mafts  ftood  bending  {(>  ^ 

Clofe  tothe  wind  was  brac'd  each  fhivering  fail ; 

HeXt  r°m  tHe  deck  we  faw  tbe  approaching  foe, 
er  fpangled  bottom  feem’d  in  flames  to  glow 

hen  to  the  winds  Ae  bow’d  in  dreadful  halts 
And  her  lee-guns  lay  delug'd  in  the  wafte  : 

From  her  top-gallant  flow’d  an  Enghjh  Jack  ; 

With  all  her  might  Ae  (trove  to  gain  our  track, 

1-Jor  ftrove  m  vain-with  pride  and  power  elate 
Wing  d  on  by  hell,  Ae  drove  us  to  our  fate. 

No  flop,  „o  flay  her  bloody  crew  intends,  ’ 

(So  flies  a  comet  with  its  hoft  of  fends) 

Nor  oaths,  nor  prayers  arrefl  her  fwift  career. 

Death  in  her  front,  and  ruin  in  her  rear. 

STtucK  at  the  fight,  the  Matter  gave  command 
l  o  change  our  courfe,  and  fleer  toward  the  land— 
Swift  to  the  talk  the  ready  failors  run, 

•And  while  the  word  was  utter’d,  half  was  done  - 
As  from  the  fouth  the  fiercer  breezes  rife 
Swift  from  her  foe  alarm’d  Aurora  flies. 
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With  every  fail  extended  to  the  wind 

She  fled  the  unequal  foe  that  chac’d  behind  ^ 

/Jong  her  decks  difpos’d  in  clofe  array 
Each  at  its  port,  the  grim  artillery  lay, 

Soon  on  the  foe  with  brazen  throat  to  roar  ; 

But,  fmall  their  fize,  and  narrow  was  their  bore  ; 

Yet  faithful  they  their  deftin’d  ftation  keep 
To  guard  the  barque  that  wafts  them  o’er  the  deep. 

Who  now  mull  bend  to  freer  a  homeward  courfe 
And  truft  her  fwiftnefs  rather  than  her  force. 

Unfit  to  combat  with  a  powerful  foe  ; 

Her  decks  too  open,  and  her  ivaift  too  low. 

While  o’er  the  wave  with  foaming  prow  frie  flies. 
Once  more  emerging,  diftant  landfcapes  rife  ; 

High  in  the  air  xhzftarry  ftreamer  plays, 

And  every  fail  its  various  tribute  pays  t 
To  gain  the  land  we  bore  the  weighty  b  1  aft  ; 

And  now  the  wifh’d  for  cape  appear’d  at  laft  j 
But  the  vext  foe,  impatient  of  delay, 

Prepar’d  for  ruin,  prefs’d  upon  her  prey  ; 

Near,  and  more  near,  in  aweful  grandeur  came 
The  frigate  Iris,  not  unknown  to  fame  j 
Iris  her  name,  but  Hancock  once  fiie  bore. 

Fram’d,  and  completed  on  New  Albion’s  fhore. 

By  Manly  loft,  the  fwifteft  of  the  train 
That  fly  with  wings  of  canvas  o’er  the  main. 

N  ow,  while  for  combat  fome  with  zeal  prepare, 

Thus  to  the  heavens  the  Boatfwain  fent  his  prayer  $ 

“  Lift’  all  ye  powers  that  rule  the  Ikies  and  Teas  ! 

((  Shower  down  perdition  on  fuch  thieves  as  thcfe, 
t(  Fate  ftrike  their  hearts  with  terror  and  difmay, 

(<  And  fprinkle  on  their  powder  falt-fea  fpray  ! 
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„  Del  f‘nSCann0n>  whiI=  Wt  aim  he  tries, 

Dft'oy'heCuH  ner,  and  be-damn  his  eyes- 

“  Tripp'd  f  lvh“  awes  the  quarter-deck,  may  he 
e  d  ,  rule  thc  ™*d-,op'a  giddy  height 

Be  canted  headiong  to  perpetual  night;  * 

“  AnTh 71  r  rn‘  thCm  °"  3  COafl’ 

«  F  “m  l  •  f 6  tHem  When  the^  wa«  «  mold- 
«  Ind  "  rrd  “*”*  t0rn  be  -ery  gun- 
„  t  ”0W>  t0  fum  UP  — y  curfe  i„  one, 

«  Tl  l3tent  flame3’  ^  faTe  US)  intervene, 

nd  hell -ward  drive  them  from  their  magazine  !”, 

And  am'84"’  n°W’  had  fa!1  Unfurl’d> 

i "  f  d  treme"d0^  o’er  the  wafry  world  . ' 

nUS  fierce  Peltdesy  eager  to  deftroy, 

Chac'd  the  proud  Trojan  to  the  gates  of  Troy- 

°  er  the  waves  while  hortile  they  purfue 
As  .wifely  from  their  fangs  Aurora  flew. 

At  length  Henlopen’s  cape  we  gain’d  once  more. 
And  vainly  ft  rove  to  force  the  Ihip  aftore  ; 

Stern  fate  forbade  the  barren  ihore  to  gain. 

Denial  fad,  and  fource  of  future  pain  ! 

For  then  the  infpiring  breezes  ceas’d  to  blow. 

Loft  were  they  all,  and  fmooth  the  feas  below  , 

7  the  br0ad  caPe  becalm’d,  our  lifelefs  fails 
No  longer  fwell’d  their  bofoms  to  the  gales  ; 

Fhe  Ihip,  unable  to  purfue  her  way, 
fumbling  about,  at  her  own  guidance  lay, 

No  more  the  helm  its  wonted  influence  lends. 

No  oars  affift  us,  and  no  breeze  befriends  • 

Mean  time  the  foe,  advancing  from  the  fea. 

Rang’d  her  black  cannon,  pointed  on  our  Ice, 
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Then  up  Hie  luff'd,  and  blaz’d  her  entrails  dire, 
Bearing  deflrudtion,  terror,  death,  and  fire. 

VrxT  at  our  fate,  we  prim’d  a  piece,  and  then 
Return’d  the  fhot,  to  fiiew  them  we  were  men. 

Dull  night  at  length  her  duflcy  pinions  fpread, 

And  every  hope  to  Tcape  the  foe  was  fled, 

Clofe  to  thy  cape,  Henlopen,  though  we  prefs’d. 

We  could  not  gain  thy  defert,  dreary  break  5 
Though  ruin’d  trees  befliroud  thy  barren  ffiore 
With  mounds  of  fand  half  hid,  or  cover’d  o’er. 
Though  ruffian  winds  difturb  thy  fummit  bare, 

Yet  every  hope  and  every  wifli  was  there, 

In  vain  we  fought  to  reach  the  joylefs  ftrand. 

Fate  flood  between,  and  barr’d  us  from  the  land. 

All  dead  becalm’d,  and  helplefs  as  we  lay. 

The  ebbing  current  forc’d  us  back  to  fea, 

While  vengeful  Iris,  thirfting  for  our  blood, 

Fla/h’d  her  red  lightnings  o’er  the  trembling  flood. 

At  ev°ry  flafli  a  ftorm  of  ruin  came 

’Till  our  ffiock’d  veflel  ffiook  through  all  her  frame— 

Mad  for  revenge,  our  breaks  with  fury  glow 

To  wreak  returns  of  vengeance  on  the  foe  j 

Full  at  his  hull  our  pointed  guns  we  rais’d, 

His  hull  refounded  as  the  cannon  blaz’d  5 
Through  his  main-topfail  one  a  pafiage  tore. 

His  fides  re-echo’d  to  the  dreadful  roar. 

Alternate  fires  difpell’d  the  ffiades  of  night— 

But  how  unequal  was  this  daring  fight  ! 

Our  ftouteft  guns  threw  but  a  fix-pound  ball. 

Twelve  pounders  from  the  foe  ourdidesdid  maul. 

And,  while  no  power  to  fave  him  intervenes, 

A  bullet  flruck  our  captain  of  Marines  $ 
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fierce,  though  he  bid  defiance  to  the  foe 
He  felt  his  death  and  ruin  in  the  blow. 

Headlong  he  fell,  diftrafted  with  the  wound, 

e  deck  drain’d,  and  heart  blood  ftreaming  round 
-Another  blaft,  as  fatal  in  its  aim,  ?  ' 

And*  ' hZdellrUai0n’  ,hr°U?h  °U”W”Scame, 

And,  wh, filing  tunes  from  hell  upon  its 
toads,  ftays,  and  braces  tore  at  once  away, 
a,  s,  blocks,  and  oars  in  fcatter’d  fragments  fly- 

Them  fofteft  language  was_suBM,T,  oa  nIE. 

Rmartt  cries  throughout  the  fhip  refound  ; 
Now  every  bullet  brought  a  different  wound  ; 

'Tmxt  wind  and  water,  one  affail’d  the  fide,' 

Through  this  aperture  ruflr'd  the  briny  tide— 

Twas  then  the  Mailer  trembled  for  his  crew, 

And  bade  thy  (hores,  O  Delaware,  adieu  !— 

And  muft  we  yield  to  yon’  deftruftive  ball. 

And  muft  our  colours  to  thefe  ruffians  fall  ! _ 

They  fall  !-his  thunders  forc>d  ourprideto  bcn(J> 

The  lofty  topfails  with  their  yards  defcend, 

And  the  proud  foe,  fuch  leagues  of  ocean  pafs’d, 

Hls  C0«»pleted  in  our  woe  at  Jail 

Tht  dT  "  ^  f°Und’  «  <«*. 

hat  Death  was  better  than  the  prifoner's  fate 
There  doom’d  to  famine,  lhackles  and  defpair  ’ 
Condemn’d  to  breathe  a  foul,  infefted  air 
In  fickly  hulks,  devoted  while  we  lay, 

Succeffive  funerals  gloom’d  each  difm’al  day _ , 

But  what  on  captives  Britilh  rage  can  do, 

Another  Canto,  friend,  /hall  let  you  know. 
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CANTO  II.  The  Prison  Ship. 

Th  E  various  horrors  of  thefe  hulks  to  tell, 

Thefe  Prilon  Ships  where  pain  and  horror  dwell, 

Where  death  in  tenfold  vengeance  holds  his  reign, 

And  injur’d  ghofts,  yet  unavengrd,  complain  5 
*1  his  be  my  talk— ungenerous  Britons,  you 

Confpire  to  miirder  thofe  you  can’t  fubdue. _ 

Weak  as  I  am,  I’ll  try  my  ftrength  to-day 
And  my  beft  arrows  at  thefe  hell-hounds  play. 

To  future  years  one  fcene  of  death  prolong, 

And  hang  them  up  to  infamy,  in  fong. 

That  Britain’s  rage  frould  dye  our  plains  with  gore. 
And  defolation  fpread  through  every  frore. 

None  e  er  could  doubt,  that  her  ambition  knew. 

This  was  to  rage  and  difappointment  due  ; 

But  that  thofe  monfters  whom  our  foil  maintain’d. 

Who  fir  ft  drew  breath  in  this  devoted  land, 

Like  famifr’d  wolves,  frould  on  their  country  prey, 

Am  *ts  f°es>  and  wreft  our  lives  away. 

This  frocks  belief— and  bids  our  foil  difown 
Such  friends,  fubfervient  to  a  bankrupt  crown. 

By  them  the  widow  mourns  her  partner  dead. 

Her  mangled  fons  to  darkfome  prifons  led. 

By  them— and  hence  my  keeneft  forrows  rife, 
friend,  my  guardian,  my  Orejles  dies  j 
Still  for  that  lofs  muft  wretched  I  complain. 

And  fad  Ophelia  mourn  her  favourite  fwain. 

Ah  !  come  the  day  when  from  this  bloody  frore 
Fate  frall^remove  them  to  return  no  more— 

A  a 
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To  fcorcb’d  Bahama  fliall  the  traitors  go 
With  grief  and  rage,  and  unremitting  woe. 

On  burning  fands  to  walk  their  painful  round. 

And  figh  through  all  the  folitary  ground. 

Where  no  pay  flower  their  haggard  eyes  fhall  fee, 
And  find  no  /hade  but  from  the  cyprefs  tree. 

So  much  we  fuffer’d  from  the  tribe  I  hate. 

So  near  they  /hov’d  me  to  the  brink  of  fate. 

When  two  long  months  in  thefe  dark  hulks  we  lay 
Barr’d  down  by  night,  and  fainting  all  the  day 
In  the  fierce  fervours  of  the  folar  beam, 

Cool’d  by  no  breeze  on  Hudfon’s  mountain-flream 
That  not  unfung  thefe  threefcore  days  fhall  fall 

To  black  oblivion  that  would  cover  all  ! _ 

No  marts  or  fails  thefe  crowded  ihips  adorn, 
Difmal  to  view,  negle&ed  and  forlorn  ! 

Here,  mighty  ills  opprefs  the  imprifon’d  throng, 
Dull  were  our  /lumbers,  and  our  nights  too  long— 
From  morn  to  eve  along  the  decks  we  lay 
Scorch’d  into  fevers  by  the  folar  ray  ; 

No  fneudly  awning  cart  a  welcome  /hade. 

Once  was  it  proirus’d,  and  was  never  made  $ 

No  favours  could  thefe  fons  of  death  bertow, 

Fwas  endlefs  curling,  and  continual  woe  : 
Immortal  hatred  doth  their  brearts  engage. 

And  this  loft  empire  fwells  their  fouls  with  rage. 
Two  hulks  on  Hudfon’s  ftormy  bofom  lie, 

Two,  farther  fouth,  affront  the  pitying  eye _ . 

I  here,  the  black  Scorpion  at  her  mooring  rides, 

1  here,  Strombolo  fwings,  yielding  to  the  tides  j 
Here,  bulky  Jersey  fills  a  larger  fpace, 

And  Hunter,  to  all  hofpitals  difgraec— . 
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Thou,  Scorpion ,  fatal  to  thy  crowded  throng, 

Dire  theme  of  horror  and  Plutonian  fong, 

Requir’d:  my  lay — <thy  fultry  decks  I  know. 

And  all  the  torments  that  exift  below  ! 

The  briny  wave  that  Hudfon’s  bofom  fills 
Drain’d  through  her  bottom  in  a  thoufand  rills, 
Rotten  and  old,  replete  with  fighs  and  groans, 

Scarce  on  the  waters  file  fuftain’d  her  bones  j 
Here,  doom’d  to  toil,  or  founder  in  the  tide. 

At  the  moifi:  pumps  inceffantly  we  ply’d. 

Here,  doom’d  to  ftarve,  like  famifii’d  dogs  we  tore 
I  he  fcant  allowance,  that  our  tyrants  bore. 

Remembrance  fiiudders  at  this  fcene  of  fears— 
Still  in  my  view  fome  Englilh  brute  appears, 

Some  bafe-born  Hefiian  fiave  walks  threat’ning  bv. 
Some  fervile  Scot  with  murder  in  his  eye 
Still  haunts  my  fight,  as  vainly  they  bemoan 
Rebellions  manag’d  fo  unlike  their  own  ! 

O  may  I  never  feel  the  poignant  pain 
To  live  fubjefted  to  fuch  fiends  again, 

Stewards  and  dilates  that  hofiile  Britain  bore. 

Cut  from  the  gallows  on  their  native  fiiore  $ 

Tneir  ghaftly  looks  and  vengeance-beaming  eyes 
Still  to  my  view  in  difmal  colours  rife— 

O  may  I  ne’er  review  thefe  dire  abodes, 

Thefe  piles  for  flaughter,  floating  on  the  floods,— 
And  you,  that  o’er  the  troubled  ocean  go, 

Strike  not  jour  ftandards  to  this  mifcreant  foe, 

Better  the  greedy  wave  fiiould  fvvallow  all, 

Better  to  meet  the  death-conduced  bail, 

Better  to  fleep  on  ocean’s  deepefl:  bed 

At  once  deflroy’d  and  number’d  with  the  dead, 
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Than  thus  to  peri/h  in  the  face  of  day 
Where  twice  ten  thoufand  deaths  one  death  delay. 

HEN  to  the  ocean  dives  the  weftern  fun 
And  the  fcorch’d  Tories  fire  their  evening  gu’n,  , 
Down  rebels,  down  !»  the  angry  Scotchmen  cry. 
Damn  d  dogs,  defcend,  or  by  our  broad  fwords  die  ! 

AIL,  dark  abode  !  what  can  with  thee  compare— 
eat,  hckiiefs,  famine,  death,  and  ftagnant  air— 
Pandora’s  box,  from  whence  all  mifchief  flew. 

Here  real  found,  torments  mankind  anew  ! _ _ 

Swjft  from  the  guarded  decks  we  rufli’d  along, 

And  vainly  fought  repofe,  f0  vaft  our  throng  T 
Three  hundred  wretches  here,  denied  all  light, 

In  crowded  manfions  pafs  the  infernal  night. 

Some  for  a  bed  their  tatter’d  veftments  join. 

And  fome  on  chefls,  and  fome  on  floors  recline  5 
Shut  from  the  bleflings  of  the  evening  air, 

Penfive  we  lay  with  mingled  corpfes  there, 

Meagre  and  wan,  and  fcorch’d  with  heat,  below. 

We  loom’d  likeghofts,  ere  death  had  made  us  fo— 

How  could  we  elfe,  where  heat  and  hunger  join’d 
Thus  to  debafe  the  body  and  the  mind. 

Where  cruel  thirft  the  parching  throat  invades. 

Dries  up  the  man,  and  fits  him  for  the  fhades. 

No  waters  laded  from  the  bubbling  fpring 
To  thefe  dire  fhips  the  Britifh  monfters  bring— 

Dy  planks  and  ponderous  beams  completely  wall’d 
Invain  for  water,  and  invain,  I  call’d— 

No  drop  was  granted  to  the  midnight  prayer. 

To  Dives  in  thefe  regions  of  defpair  ! _ - 

The  loathfome  calk  a  deadly  dofe  contains. 

Its  poifon  Circling  through  the  languid  veins  j 
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es  Here,  generous  Britain,  generous,  as  you  fay, 
tt  To  my  parch’d  tongue  one  cooling  drop  convey, 

(l  Hell  has  no  mifchief  like  a  thirfty  throat, 
i(  Nor  one  tormentor  like  your  David  Sproat * 

Dull  flew  the  hours,  till,  from  the  Baft  difplay ’ d > 
Sweet  morn  difpells  the  horrors  of  the  fhade  j 
On  every  fide  dire  objects  meet  the  fight. 

And  pallid  forms,  and  murders  of  the  night, 

The  dead  were  pafl:  their  pain,  the  living  groan, 

Nor  dare  to  hope  another  morn  their  own  5 
But  what  to  them  is  morn’s  delightful  ray. 

Sad  and  diftrefsful  as  the  clofe  of  day. 

O’er  diftant  dreams  appears  the  dewy  green. 

And  leafy  trees  on  mountain  tops  are  feen. 

But  they  no  groves  nor  grafly  mountains  tread. 

Mark’d  for  a  longer  journey  to  the  dead. 

Black  as  theclouds  that  fhade  St.  Kilda’s  fhore. 
Wild  as  the  winds  that  round  her  mountains  roar. 

At  every  .poll  fame  furly  vagrant  Rands, 

Pick’d  from  the  Britifli  or  the  Irilh  bands, 

Some  Have  from  Hefl'e,  fome  hangman’s  fon  at  lead 
Sold  and  tranfported,  like  his  brother  bead— - 
Some  mifcreant  Tory,  puff’d  with  upftart  pride, 

Led  on  by  hell  to  take  the  royal  fide; 

Difpenfing  death  triumphantly  they  ftand. 

Their  mufqnets  ready  to  obey  command  ; 

Wounds  are  their  fport,  as  ruin  is  their  aim  ; 

On  their  dark  fouls  compallion  has  no  claim. 

And  dtfcord  only  can  their  fpirits  pleafe  : 

Such  were  our  tyrants  here,  and  fuch  were  thefe. 

*  Commiflary  of  Prifoners  at  New -York, 
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T ,lNG*ATITODE  !  no  curie  like  thee  is  found 
oog  out  this  jarring  world's  extended  round 
Then-  hearts  with  malice  to  our  country  fweU  ’ 
ecaufe  .n  former  days  „e  us’d  them  well-  ! 

•»  pierces  deep,  too  deeply  wounds  th  b  ft  . 

Je  help'd  them  naked,  friend, efs, 

B  ‘  , .  !he'r  Vagr3nts  with  »  open  hand, 

Befiowd  them  buildings,  privilege,  and  land- 
e  .o  t  e  change  .'-when  angry  Britain  role, 
-efe  thanklefs  tribes  became  out  fierce!!  foes. 
By  them  devoted,  plunder’d,  and  accurft, 

Stung  by  the  ferpentswhom  ourfelves  had  nurs’d. 

But  fuchatrainof  endlefs  woes  abound 
So  many  mifchiefs  in  thefe  hulks  are  found. 

That  on  them  all  a  poem  to  prolong 
Would  fwell  too  high  the  horrors  of  my  fong- 
Hunger  and  thirfi  to  work  our  woe  combine, 
nd  mouldy  bread,  and  fielh  of  rotten  fwine, 
he  mangled  carcafe,  and  the  batter’d  brain. 

The  dodbcr’s  poifon,  and  the  captain’s  cane. 

The  fold.er’s  mufquet,  and  the  Howard's  debt, 

I'  eVemnS  ftaCkk>  noon-day  threat. 

JU,Ce  deftruaive  “>  ‘he  pangs  of  care 
Which  Rome  of  old,  nor  Athens  could  prepare, 
hich  gains  the  day  for  many  a  modern  chief 
When  cool  reflexion  yields  a  faint  relief, 

That  charm,  whofe  virtue  warms  the  world  befide, 
v  as  by  thefe  tyrants  to  our  ufe  denied. 

While  yet  they  deign’d  that  healthy  juice  to  lade 
6  putrid  water  felt  its  powerful  aid  j 
But  when  refus’d— to  aggravate  our  pains— 
hen  fevers  rag’d  and  revel’d  through  our  veins,- 
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Throughout  my  frame  I  felt  its  deadly  heat, 

I  felt  my  pulfewith  quicker  motions  beat  : 

A  pallid  hue  o’er  every  face  was  fpread, 

Unufual  pains  attack  d  the  fainting  head, 

No  phyfic  here,  no  dodlor  to  afilft, 

My  name  was  enter’d  on  the  fick  man’s  lift  ; 

Twelve  wretches  more  the  fame  dark  fymptoms  took. 
And  thefe  were  enter’d  on  the  dodlor’s  book  ; 

The  loathfome  Hunter  was  our  deftin’d  place. 

The  Hunter  to  all  hofpitals  difgrace  $ 

With  foldiers  fent  to  guard  us  on  our  road. 

Joyful  we  left  the  Scorpion’s  dire  abode  5 
Some  tears  we  fhed  for  the  remaining  crew’, 

Then  curs’d  the  hulk,  and  from  her  fides  withdrew. 

CANTO  III.  The  Hospital  Prison  Ship. 

NOW  tow’rd  the  Hunter’s  gloomy  fides  we  came, 
A  flaugbter-houfe,  yet  bofpital  in  name  5 
For  none  came  there  (to  pafs  through  all  degrees) 
i  ill  half  confum’d,  and  dying  with  difeafe 
But  when  too  near  with  labouring  oars  we  ply ’d 
The  Mate  with  curfes  drove  us  from  the  fide  $ 

That  wretch  who,  banifh  d  from  the  navy  crew. 

Grown  old  in  blood,  did  here  his  trade  renew, 

His  ferpent  s  tongue,  when  on  his  charge  let  loofe, 
Utter’d  reproaches,  fcandal,  and  abufe, 

Gave  all  to  hell  who  dar’d  his  king  difown, 

And  fwore  mankind  were  made  for  George  alone  ; 

Ten  thoufand  times,  to  irritate  our  woe, 

He  wifh  d  us  founder  d  in  the  gulph  below  j 
Ten  thoufand  times  he  brandifh’d  high  his  ftick, 
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And  fwore  as  often  that  we  were  not  fick— 

And  jet  fo  pale  !— that  we  were  thought  by  fome 
A  freight  of  ghofts  from  Death’s  dominions  corner 
But  calm’d  at  length-for  who  can  always  rage 
Or  the  fierce  war  of  endlefs  paflion  wage. 

He  pointed  to  the  flairs  that  led  below 
To  damps,  difeafe,  and  varied  ibapes  of  woe— 
Down  to  the  gloom  I  took  my  penfive  way. 

Along  the  decks  the  dying  captives  lay  ; 

Some  ftruck  with  madnefs,  fome  with  fcurvy  pain’d, 
Utftill  Ot  putrid  fevers  tr.oft  complain’d  ! 

On  the  hard  floors  thefe  wafted  objefts  laid. 

There  tofs’d  and  tumbled  in  the  difmal  (hade. 

There  no  foft  voice  their  bitter  fate  bemoan’d, 

And  Death  trode  ftately,  while  the  vidtims  groan’d  • 

Of  leaky  deck,  I  heard  them  long  complain,  ’ 

Drown  d  as  they  were  in  deluges  of  rain, 

Deny’d  the  comforts  of  a  dying  bed, 

And  not  a  pillow  to  fupport  the  head— 

How  could  they  elfe  but  pine,  and  grieve,  and  figh, 
Deteft  a  wretched  life— and  wilh  to  die. 

Scarce  had  I  mingled  with  this  difmal  band 
When  a  thin  fpedre  feiz’d  me  by  the  hand— 

"  And  art  thou  come,  (death  heavy  on  his  eyes) 

“  And  art  thou  come  to  thefe  abodes,  he  cries  ; 

“  Why  didft  thou  leave  the  Scorpions  dark  retreat, 

And  hither  hafte  a  furer  death  to  meet  ? 

“  Why  didft  thou  leave  thy  damp  infe&ed  cell. 

If  that  was  purgatory,  this  is  hell— 

"  We  t0°  Srow»  weary  of  that  horrid  fhade 
Petitioned  early  for  the  dodlor’s  aid  $ 

“  His  aid  denied,  more  deadly  fymptoms  came, 
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ce  Weak,  and  yet  weaker,  glow’d  the  vital  flame  $ 

«  And  when  difeafe  had  worn  us  down  fo  low 
“  That  few  could  tell  if  we  were  ghofts,  or  no, 

<(  And  all  afierted,  death  would  be  our  fate— 

(i  Then  to  the  dodtor  we  were  fent— too  late. 
i(  Here  waftes  away  Autolycus  the  brave, 
t(  Here  young  Oreftes  finds  a  wat’ry  grave, 
tc  Here,  gay  Alcander ,  gay,  alas  !  no  more, 

<£  Dies  far  fequefter’d  from  his  native  Ihore  j 
i(  He  late,  perhaps,  too  eager  for  the  fray, 

<e  Chac’d  the  vile  Briton  o’er  the  wat’ry  way 
t(  ’Till  fortune  jealous,  bade  her  clouds  appear, 

<e  Turn’d  hoftile  to  his  fame,  and  brought  him  here 
(i  Thus  do  our  warriors,  thus  our  heroes  fall, 

<c  Imprifon’d  here,  bafe  ruin  meets  them  all. 

Or,  fent  afar  to  Britain’s  barbarous  Ihore, 

<c  There  die  negledted,  and  return  no  more  : 

<s  Ah  refl  in  peace,  poor,  injur’d,  parted  fliade, 

((  By  cruel  hands  in  death’s  dark  weeds  array’d, 

“  But  happier  climes,  where  funs  unclouded  fhine, 

“  Light  undifturb’d,  and  endlefs  peace  are  thine.”— * 
From  Brookland  groves  a  Heflian  dodtor  came. 
Not  great  his  fkill,  nor  greater  much  his  fame  5 
Fair  Science  never  call’d  the  wretch  her  fon. 

And  Art  difdain’d  the  ftupid  man  to  own 
Can  you  admire  that  Science  was  fo  coy. 

Or  Art  refus’d  his  genius  to  employ  !— 

Do  men  with  brutes  an  equal  dullnefs  lhare. 

Or  cuts  yon’  groveling  mole  the  midway  air—» 

In  polar  worlds  can  Eden’s  bloffoms  blow. 

Do  trees  of  God  in  barren  defarts  grow, 
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Are  loaded  vines  to  Etna’s  fummit  known. 

Or  fwells  the  peach  beneath  the  torrid  zone—  ? 
^  et  Hill  he  doom’d  his  genius  to  the  rack. 

And,  as  you  may  fuppofe,  was  own’d  a  quack. 

He  on  his  charge  the  healing  work  begun 
With  antimonial  mixtures,  by  the  tun, 

Ten  minutes  was  *e  time  he  deign’d  to  flay. 

The  time  of  grace  allotted  once  a  day— 

He  drencht  us  well  with  bitter  draughts,  ’fi,  true, 
Ncjirums  from  hell,  and  cortex  from  Peru- 
Some  with  his  pills  he  fent  to  Pluto’s  reign, 

And  fome  he  blifler’d  with  his  flies  of  Spain  ; 

His  cream  of  Tartar  walk’d  its  deadly  round,’ 

Till  the  lean  patient  at  the  potion  frown’d. 

And  fwore  that  hemlock,  death,  or  what  you  will. 
Were  nonfenfe  to  the  drugs  that  fluff’d  his  bill.—, 
On  thofe  refufing  he  bellow’d  a  kick. 

Or  menac’d  vengeance  with  his  walking  flick  * 
Here  uncontroul’d  he  exercis’d  his  trade. 

And  grew  experienced  by  the  deaths  he  made, 

By  frequent  blows  we  from  his  cane  endur’d 
He  kill’d  at  Jeaft  as  many  as  he  cur’d. 

On  our  loll  comrades  built  his  future  fame. 

And  fcatter’d  fate,  where’er  his  footfleps  came. 

Some  did  not  feem  obedient  to  his  will. 

And  fwore  he  mingled  poifon  with  his  pill. 

But  I  acquit  him  by  a  fair  confeflion. 

He  was  no  Englifhman— he  was  a  Heflian— 
Although  a  dunce,  he  had  fome  fenfe  of  fm 
Or  elfe  the  Lord  knows  where  we  now  had  been  | 
Perhaps  in  that  far  country  fent  to  range 
Where  never  prifoner  meets  with  an  exchange— 
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Then  had  we  all  been  banifii’d  out  of  time 

Nor  I  return’d  to  plague  the  world  with  rhyme. 

Fool  though  he  was,  yet  candour  mutt  confefs 
Not  chief  Phyfician  was  this  dog  of  Hefle— 

One  matter  o’er  the  murdering  tribe  was  plac’d. 

By  him  the  rett  were  honour’d  or  difgrac’d  3— 

Once,  and  but  once,  by  fome  ttrange  fortune  led 
He  came  to  fee  the  dying  and  the  dead— • 

He  came— but  anger  fo  deform’d  his  eye, 

And  fuch  a  faulchion  glitter’d  on  his  thigh, 

And  fuch  a  gloom  his  vifage  darken’d  o’er, 

And  two  fuch  piftols  in  his  hands  he  bore  ! 

Tfiat,  by  the  gods  !— with  fuch  a  load  of  fteel 
He  came,  we  thought,  to  murder,  not  to  heal— 

Hell  in  his  heart,  and  mifchief  in  his  head. 

He  gloom’d  deftru&ion,*  and  had  fmote  us  dead, 

Had  he  fo  dar’d— but  fate  with-held  his  hand— 

He  came — blafphem’d — and  turn’d  again  to  land. 

From  this  poor  veflel,  and  her  fickly  crew 
An  Englitti  ruffian  all  his  titles  drew. 

Captain,  efquire,  commander,  too,  in  chief, 

And  hence  he  gain’d  his  bread,  and  hence  his  beef, 

But,  fir,  you  might  have  fearch’d  creation  round 
Ere  fuch  another  mifcreant  could  be  found— 

Though  unprovok’d,  an  angry  face  he  bore, 

AVe  ttood  attonifh’d  at  the  oaths  he  fwore  j 
He  lwore,  till  every  prifoner  ttood  aghaft, 

And  thought  him  Satan  in  a  brimftone  blaft  3 
He  with  d  us  banifh’d  from  the  public  light. 

He  wifii’d  us  fhrouded  in  perpetual  night  ! 

That  were  he  king,  no  mercy  would  he  /how. 

Eut  drive  all  rebels  to  the  world  below } 
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That  if  we/fW,f/f  d;d  not  fcru[)  (he  ^ 

aff  flioald  break  our  damn'd  rdelliou,  necks; 
He  fwore,  befides,  that  if  the  fl,ip  took  fire 
Wc  too  fhould  in  the  pitchy  flame  expire; 

And  meant  it  fo  this  tyrant  I  engage 

ad  ‘°ft  h,s  breatil  f»  gratify  his  rage— 

If  where  he  walk'd  a  captive  carc'afe  lay, 
st.ll  dreadful  was  the  language  of  the  day- 
le  call'd  us  dog,,  and  would  have  us'd  us  fo 
But  vengeance  check'd  the  meditated  blow,  ’ 

■The  vengeance  from  our  injur'd  nation  due 
To  him,  and  all  the  bafe,  unmanly  crew. 

CH  food  they  fent,  to  make  complete  our  woes. 

It  look’d  like  ravrmn  4.  r  . 

torn  hom  hungry  crows, 

UC  vermin  vile  on  every  joint  were  feen, 

°  black’  corruPted>  mortified,  and  lean 
That  once  we  try'd  to  move  our  flinty  chief, 

And  thus  addrefs'd  him,  holding  up  the  beef: 

“  Wl'trri5111’  ^  !  What  r°Men  boneswe  pick, 
a  ’  !  the  bealthy  cannot  cure  the  fick  : 

°t  d°SS  on  fuch  by  Chriftian  men  are  fed, 

And  fee,  good  tn after,  fec,  what  loufy  bread  1” 

<(  ‘  Y°UR  me3t  °r  bread  man  of  flint  replied) 
not  my  care  to  manage  or  provide-— 

"  th',S’  damn’d  rebd  d°Ss’  ™  b«e  you  know. 
That  better  than  you  merit  we  beftow; 

"  °U*  "f  my  fight  !” - more  be  deign'd  to  fay, 

ut  w  ilk  d  about,  and  frowning,  ftrode  away. 

Each  day,  at  leaft  three  carcafes  we  bore. 

And  Scratch’d  them  graves  along  the  fandy  Ihore, 

By  feeble  hands  the  fliallow  graves  were  made. 

Mo  Hone  memorial  o’er  the  corpfes  laid ; 
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In  barren  fands,  and  far  from  home,  they  lie, 

No  friend  to  filed  a  tear,  when  paffing  by  ; 

O’er  the.  mean  tombs  infulting  Britons  tread, 
Spurn  at  the  fand,  and  curfe  the  rebel  dead. 

When  to  your  arms  thefe  fatal  iilands  fail, 
(For  firft  or  laft  they  mutt  be  conquer’d  all) 
Americans  !  to  rites  fepulchral  juft, 

With  gentleft  footftep  prefs  this  kindred  duft, 

And  o'er  the  tombs,  if  tombs  can  then  be  found, 
Place  the  green  turf,  and  plant  the  myrtle  round, 

Americans  !  a  juft  refentment  fhew, 

And  glut  revenge  on  this  detefted  foe  ; 

While  the  warm  blood  exults  the  glowing  vein 
Still  fiiall  refentment  in  your  bofoms  reign, 

Can  you  forget  the  greedy  Briton’s  ire, 

Your  fields  in  ruin,  and  your  domes  on  fire, 

No  age,  no  fcx  from  Juft  and  murder  free, 

And,  black  as  night,  the  hell  born  refugee  ! 

M u ft  York  forever  your  beft  blood  entomb, 

And  thefe  gorg’d  monfiers  triumph  in  their  doom,' 
Who  leave  no  art  of  cruelty  untry’d  5 
Such  heavy  vengeance,  and  fuch  hellifh  pride  ! 
Death  has  no  charms — his  realms  dejefled  lie 
In  the  dull  climate  of  a  clouded  Iky, 

Death  has  no  charms,  except  in  Britiih  eyes, 

See,  arm’d  for  death,  the  infernal  mifereants  rife, 
See  how  they  pant  to  (lain  the  world  with  gore. 
And  millions  murder’d,  ftill  would  murder  more  5 
This  felfilh  race,  from  all  the  world  disjoin’d, 
Perpetual  difeord  fpread  throughout  mankind. 
Aim  to  extend  their  empire  o’er  the  ball, 

Subjeft,  deftroy,  abforb,  and  conquer  all, 
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As  if  the  power  that  form’d  us  did  condemn 
AH  other  nations  to  be  (laves  to  them _ 

We  from  your  deep,  and  crulh  the  thievilh  band, 
Defeat  deftroy,  and  fweep  them  from  the  Und,  ' 
Ally  d  like  you,  what  madnefs  to  defpair, 

Attack  the  ruffians  while  they  linger  there  • 

There  3*.  (its,  a  monger  al,  complete,  ’ 

See  Ci.nton  there  with  vile  Knyphaufen  meet, 

And  every  wretch  whom  honour  (hould  deteft 
There  finds  a  home-and  Arnold  with  the  reft. 

Ah  !  traitors,  loft  to  every  fenfe  of  ihame, 

Unjuft  fupporters  of  a  tyrant’s  claim  j 
Foes  to  the  rights  of  freedom  and  of  men, 

Fluih’d  with  the  blood  of  thoufands  you  have  ftain, 

To  the  juft  doom  the  righteous  /kies  decree 
We  leave  you,  toiling  ftill  ]n  cruelty, 

Or  on  dark  plans  in  future  herds  to  meet. 

Plans  form’d  in  hell,  and  projedb  half  complete  ; 

The  years  approach  that  /hall  to  ruin  bring 

^  °Ur  l°rdS}  y°ur  chiefs>  your  mifereant  of  a  kin- 
Whofe  murderous  afts  & all  ftamp  his  name  accurs’d. 
And  his  laft  triumphs  more  than  damn  the  ftrft. 
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ON  THE 

MEMORABLE  VICTORY 

OBTAINED 

By  the  gallant  captain  Paul  Jones,  of  the  Good  Man 
Richard ,  over  the  Serapbis;  Sc c.  under  the  command 
of  captain  Pearson. 

Written  Augujly  1781. 


1. 

O  ER  the  rough  main  with  flowing  Iheet 
The  guardian  of  a  numerous  fleet, 

Scraphis  from  the  Baltic  came  j 
A  fliip  of  lefs  tremendous  force 
Sail’d  by  her  fide  the  felf-fame  courfe, 

Countefs  of  Scarb'ro''  was  her  name. 

2. 

And  now  their  native  coafls  appear, 

Britannia’s  hills  their  fummits  rear 
Above  the  German  main  j 
Fond  to  fuppofe  their  dangers  o’er. 

They  fouthward  coaft  along  the  fliore. 

Thy  waters,  gentle  Thames,  to  gain, 

3* 

Full  forty  guns  Seraphis  bore, 

And  Scarb’ro’s  Countefs  twenty-four, 

Mann’d  with  Old  England’s  boldeft  tars»—> 
Wha*t  flag  that  rides  the  Gallic  feas 
Shall  dare  attack  fuch  piles  as  thefe, 

Dcflgn’d  for  tumults  and  for  wars  1 
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Now  from  the  top-maft’s  giddy  height 
A  feaman  cry’d— •“  Four  fail  in  fight 
“  Approach  with  favouring  gales,” 
Pearfon,  refolv’d  to  fave  the  fleet, 

Stood  oft  to  fea  thefe  /hips  to  meet, 

And  clofely  brac’d  his  ftrivering  fails, 

5* 

With  him  advanc'd  the  Countefs  bold, 

Lik.e  a  blade  tar  in  wars  grown  old  : 

And  now  thefe  floating  piles  drew  nigh 
But,  mufe,  unfold  what  chief  of  fame 
In  th  other  warlike  fquadron  came, 

Whofe  ftandards  at  his  maft  head  fly. 

6. 

’Twas  Jones,  brave  Jones,  to  battle  led 
As  bold  a  crew  as  ever  bled 

Upon  the  Iky  furrounded  main  j 
The  ftandards  of  the  Weftern  World 
Were  to  the  willing  winds  unfurl’d. 

Denying  Britain’s  tyrant  reign* 

7- 

The  Good  Ildan  Rtchand  led  the  line  , 

The  Alliance  next  :  with  thefe  combine 
The  Gallic  fhip  they  Pallas  call  : 

The  Vengeance,  arm’d  with  fword  and  flame, 
Thefe  to  attack  the  Britons  came— 

But  two  accomplifh’d  all, 

S. 

Now  Phcebus  fought  his  pearly  bed  : 

But  wno  can  tell  the  feenes  of  dread. 

The  horrors  of  that  fatal  night  1 


■* 


WITH  THE  SERAPHIS,  &c. 


209 


Clofe  up  thefe  floating  caftles  came  5 
The  Good  Man  Richard  burfts  in  flame  3 
Seraphis  trembled  at  the  fight. 

9* 

She  felt  the  fury  of  her  ball 
Down,  proftrate  down,  the  Britons  fall  3 
The  decks  were  flrew’d  with  flain  $ 
Jones  to  the  foe  his  veflel  lafli’d  5 
And,  while  the  black  artillery  flafli’d. 

Loud  thunders  fiiook  the  main. 

10. 

Alas  !  that  mortals  fliould  employ 
Such  murdering  engines,  to  deftroy 

That  frame  by  heav’n  fo  nicely  join’d  3 
Alas  !  that  e’er  the  god  decreed 
That  brother  fliould  by  brother  bleed. 

And  pour’d  fuch  madnefs  in  the  mind. 

11. 

But  thou,  brave  Jones,  no  blame  /halt  bearj 
The  rights  of  men  demand  thy  care  : 

For  thefe  you  dare  the  greedy  waves— 

No  tyrant  on  deflruftion  bent 
Has  plann’d  thy  conquefts— thou  art  fent 
To  humble  tyrants  and  their  flaves. 

12. 

See  !— dread  Seraphis  flames  again— 

And  art  thou,  Jones,  among  the  flain. 

And  funk  to  Neptune’s  caves  below— 
He  lives— though  crowds  around  him  fall. 

Still  he,  unhurt,  furvives  them  all  3 
Almoft  alone  he  fights  the  foe. 
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And  can  thy  fliip  thefe  ftrokes  fuftain  ? 

Behold  thy  brave  companions  flain, 

All  clafp’d  in  ocean’s  dark  embrace. 
Strike,  or  be  sunk— the  Briton  cries— « 
Sink,  if  you  can— the  chief  replies. 

Fierce  lightnings  blazing  in  his  face. 

14. 

Then  to  the  fide  three  guns  he  drew, 

(Almofl:  deferted  by  his  crew) 

And  charg’d  them  deep  with  woe  : 

By  Pearfon's  flafii  he  aim’d  the  balls  5 
Bis  main-mafi:  totters — down  it  falls— 
Tremendous  was  the  blow. 

I5‘ 

Pearfon  as  yet  difdain’d  to  yield. 

But  fcarce  his  fecret  fears  conceal’d. 

And  thus  was  heard  to  cry— 
ie  With  hell,  not  mortals,  I  contend  5 
What  art  thou — human,  or  a  fiend, 

<(  That  doft  my  force  defy  ? 

16. 

<c  Return,  my  lads,  the  fight  renew.” 

So  call’d  bold  Pearfon  to  his  crew  5 
But  call’d,  alas!  in  vain  5 
Some  on  the  decks  lay  maim’d  and  dead  ; 

Some  to  their  deepreceffes  fled, 

And  more  were  bury’d  in  the  main. 

Diftrefs’d,  forfaken,  and  alone, 

He  haul’d  his  tatter’d  ftandard  down. 

And  yielded  to  his  gallant  foe  j 

J 
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Bold  Fallas  foon  the  Countefs  took, 

Thus  both  their  haughty  colours  flruck, 

Confefiing  what  the  brave  can  do. 

18. 

But,  Jones,  too  dearly  didft  thou  buy 
Thefe  fhips  pofieft  fo  glorioufly, 

Too  many  deaths  difgrac’d  the  fray  : 

Thy  barque,  that  bore  the  conquering  flame, 

That  the  proud  Briton  overcame, 

Even  flie  forfook  thee  on  thy  way  j 

1 9* 

For  when  the  morn  began  to  Ihine, 

I  atal  to  her,  the  ocean  brine 

Pour’d  through  each  fpacious  wound  $ 

Quick  in  the  deep  fhe  difappear’d  :— < 

But  Jones  to  friendly  Belgia  fleer’d. 

With  conqueft  and  with  glory  crown’d. 

20. 

Go  on,  great  man,  to  daunt  the  foe, 

And  bid  the  haughty  Britons  know 

They  to  our  Thirteen  Stars  fhall  bend  5 
Thofe  Stars  that,  veil’d  in  dark  attire. 

Long  glimmer’d  with  a  feeble  fire, 

But  radiant  now  afcend. 

21. 

Lend  to  the  Stars  that  flaming  rife 
In  weftern,  not  in  eaftern,  fkies. 

Fair  Freedom’s  reign  reftor’d— « 

So  when  the  magi,  come  from  far. 

Beheld  the  God-attending  Star, 

They  trembled  and  ador’d. 

i  '  >  ■  1 


TO  HIS  EXCELLENCE 

GENERAL  WASHINGTON* 

Written  September ,  1781. 


XICCEPT,  great  chief,  that  lhare  of  honeft  praifs 
A  grateful  people  to  your  merit  pays  : 

Verfe  is  too  mean  your  merit  to  difplay, 

And  words  too  weak,  our  meaning  to  convey* 

When  firft  proud  Britain  rais’d  her  heavy  hand 
With  claims  unjuft  to  bind  your  native  land, 
Tranfported  armies,  and  her  millions  fpent 
To  enforce  the  mandates  that  a  tyrant  fentj 
((  Refill  !  relift  !”  was  heard  through  every  State, 

You  heard  the  call,  and  mourn’d  your  country’s  fate  j 
Then  rifing  fierce  her  Tons  in  arms  array’d. 


And  taught  to  vanquilh  thofe  who  dar’d  invade. 

Those  Britifh  chiefs  whom  former  wars  had  crown’d 
With  conqueft— and  in  every  clime  renown’d  j 
Who  forc’d  new  realms  to  own  their  monarch’s  law 
And  <wbom  even  George  beheld  with  fecret  awe, 

Thofe  mighty  chiefs,  compell’d  to  fly  or  yield 
Scarce  dar’d  to  meet  you  on  the  embattled  field  : 

To  Bofton’s  town  you  chas’d  the  trembling  crew. 

Quick,  even  from  thence  the  Britilh  ruffians  flew— 
Through  wint’ry  waves  they  fled,  and  thought  the  fea 
With  all  its  ftorms  lefs  terrible  than  thee  ! 

What  chief  like  you  our  armies  could  command. 
And  bring  us  fafely  to  the  promis’d  land?— 

Not  Clint  on -like ,  with  vidlory  elate— 

*Tis  in  misfortune  you  are  doubly  great  j 
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When  Howe  victorious  thy  weak  army  chas’d. 

And,  fu re  of  conqueft,  laid  Cefarea  wafte. 

When  proftrate  bleeding  at  his  feet  fhe  lay 
And  the  proud  vidtor  tore  her  wreaths  away, 

You  undifmay’d  put  forth  your  warlike  hand 
And  rais’d  the  drooping  genius  of  the  land, 

Repell’d  the  foe,  their  choice!!:  warriors  flain. 

And  drove  them  howling  to  their  fhips  again. 

While  others  kindle  into  martial  rage 
Whom  fierce  ambition  urges  to  engage. 

An  iron  race  by  angry  heav’n  defign’d 
To  conquer  firfl  and  then  enflave  mankind  ; 

3n  him  a  hero  more  humane  we  fee, 

He  ventures  life  that  others  may  be  free. 

O  !  may  you  live  to  hail  that  glorious  day 
When  Britain  homeward  fhall  purfue  her  way — 

That  race  fubdu’d,  who  fill’d  the  world  with  flain 
And  rode  tyrannic  o’er  the  fubjedt  main  !  — 

What  few  prefum’d,  you  boldly  have  atchiev’d, 

A  tyrant  humbled,  and  a  world  reliev’d. 

Rome’s  boafted  chiefs,  who,  to  their  own  difgrace, 
Prov’d  the  worfl:  fcourges  of  the  human  race. 

Pierc’d  by  whofe  darts  a  thoufand  nations  bled. 

Who  captive  princes  at  their  chariots  led  ; 

Born  to  enflave,  to  ravage  and  fubdue— 

Return  to  nothing  when  compar’d  to  you  j 
Throughout  the  world  thy  growing  fame  has  fpread. 

In  every  country  are  thy  virtues  read  j 
Remote!!  India  hears  thy  deeds  of  fame, 

The  hardy  Scythian  Hammers  at  thy  name  ; 

The  haughty  Turk,  now  longing  to  be  free, 

Negledls  his  Sultan  to  enquire  of  thee  j 
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The  barbarous  Briton  hails  thee  to  his  ft,  ores 
And  calls  him  Rebel,  whom  his  heart  adores. 

Still  may  the  heavens  prolong  thy  vital  date, 
And  ftrllmayconquefton  thy  banners  wait : 
V.'hether  afar  to  ravag’d  lands  you  go. 

Where  wild  Petwmac':  rapid  waters  flow. 

Or  where  Saluda  laves  the  fertile  plain 
And  fwoln  by  torrents  rallies  to  the  main  ; 

Or  if  again  to  Hudfon  you  repair 
To  fmite  the  cruel  foe  that  lingers  there— 

Revenge  tbnr  caufe,  whofe  virtue  was  their  crime, 

1  he  exi1  d  hofts  Carolina’s  clime. 

Late  from  the  world  in  quiet  may’ll:  thou  rife 
And  mourn’d  by  millions,  reach  thy  native  (kies- 
With  patriot  kings  and  generous  chiefs  to  Urine 
Whofe  virtues  rais’d  them  to  be  deem’d  divine  : 

May  Louis  only  equal  honours  claim. 

Alike  in  merits  and  alike  in  fame. 


COPY  OF  AN 


IN  FERCEPTED  LETTER 

from  a 

New-Tork  Tory,  to  his  friend  in  Philadelphia ,  1781. 


Df 

ear  Sir,  I  am  fo  anxious  to  hear  of  your  health, 
I  beg  you  would  fend  me  a  letter  by  Health  : 

I  hope  a  few  months  will  quite  alter  the  cafe, 

en  the  war.,  aie  concluded  we’ll  meet  and  embrace^ 
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por  I’m  led  to  believe  from  our  brilliant  fuccefs. 

And  what  is  as  clear,  your  amazing  diftrefs, 

That  thecaufe  of  rebellion  has  met  with  a  check 
That  will  bring  all  its  patrons  to  hang  by  the  neck. 

Cornwallis  has  manag’d  fo  well  in  the  South 

That  thofe  rebels  want  vi&uals  to  put  in  their  mouth, 

And  Arnold  has  ftript  them,  we  hear,  to  the  buff— 

H  as  burnt  their  tobacco,  and  left  them— the  fnuff. 

'  '  •  -  V  ■'  V.  t 

Dear  Thomas,  I  wifh  you  would  move  from  that  town 
Where  meet  all  the  rebels  of  fame  and  renown  5 
When  our  armies  victorious  fhall  clear  that  damn’d  neft 
You  may  chance,  though  a  Tory,  to  fwing  with  the  reft. 

But  again — on  reflection — I  beg  you  would  ftay— 

You  may  ferve  us  yet  better  than  if  mov’d  away— 

Give  advice  to  Sir  Harry  of  all  that  is  palling. 

What  veffels  are  building,  what  cargoes  amafling  5 

Inform  to  a  day  when  thofe  veffels  will  fail 

That  our  cruifers  may  capture  them  all  without  fail— 

By  proceedings  like  thefe  your  peace  fhall  be  made, 

1  he  rebellious  fhall  fwing,  but  be  you  ne’er  afraid. 

4  *  '  v 

I  cannot  conceive  how  you  do  to  fubfift  — 

The  rebels  are  ftarving,  except  thofe  who  ’lift, 

And  as  you  refide  in  the  land  of  Gomorrah, 

You  muft  fare  as  the  reft  do,  I  think,  to  your  forrow. 

Poor  fouls  !  if  ye  knew  what  a  doom  is  decreed, 

(I  mean  not  for  you  but  for  rebels  indeed) 
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You  would  tremble  to  think  of  the  vengeance  in  ft ore. 
The  halters  and  gibbets — I  mention  no  more. 

The  rebels  muft  furely  conclude  they’re  undone. 

Their  navy  is  ruin’d,  their  armies  have  run  - 

It  is  time  they  fhould  now  from  delufion  awaken _ _ 

The  rebellion  is  done— for  the  Trumbull  is  taken  ! 

TORY . 

T  O 

LORD  CORNWALLIS, 

At  York— Virginia,  OElober  8,  1782. 


Hail,  great  deftroyer  (equall’d  yet  by  none) 

Or  countries  not  thy  mailer's,  nor  thine  own  j 
Hatch’d  by  fome  demon  on  a  ftormy  day, 

Satan’s  beft  fubftitute  to  burn  and  flay  $ 

Confin’d  at  laft,  hemm’d  in  by  land  and  fea 
Burgoyne  himfelf  was  but  a  type  of  thee  ! 

Like  his,  to  freedom  was  thy  deadly  hate. 

Like  his  thy  bafenefs,  and  be  his  thy  fate  : 

To  you,  like  him,  no  profpedt  Nature  yield* 

But  ruin’d  waftes  and  defolated  fields— 

Invain  you  raife  the  interpofing  wall. 

And  hoift  thofe  ftandards  that,  like  you,  muft  fall. 

In  you  conclude  the  glories  of  your  race. 

Complete  your  monarch’s,  and  your  own  difgrace. 

What  has  your  lcrdfliip’s  pilfering  arms  attain’d?— 
Vaft  ftores  of  plunder ,  but  no  state  regain’d-— 
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That  may  return,  though  you  perhaps  may  groan, 
Reftore  it,  ruffian,  for  ’tis  not  your  own— 

Then,  lord  and  foldier,  headlong  to  the  brine 
Rufli  down  at  once — the  devil  and  the  fwine. 

Would’st  thou  at  laft  with  Wafnngton  engage, 
Sad  objedt  of  his  pity,  not  his  rage  ? 

See,  round  thy  pofts  how  terribly  advance 
The  chiefs,  the  armies,  and  the  fleets  of  France  5 
Fight  while  you  can,  for  warlike  Rocbambeau 
Aims  at  your  head  his  laft  decifive  blow, 
Unnumber’d  ghofts,  from  earth  untimely  fped. 

Can  take  no  reft  till  you,  like  them,  are  dead— 
Then  die,  my  Lord  ;  that  only  chance  remains 
To  wafh  away  dilhonourable  ftains. 

For  fmall  advantage  would  your  capture  bring, 

The  plundering  fervant  of  a  bankrupt  king. 

DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

The  Lords  Dunmore  and  Mansfield,  1781* 


Dunmore. 

E  V  E  R  flnce  I  return’d  to  my  dear  native  fhore. 

No  debtor  in  Cbeapfide  was  ever  dunn’d  more— 

I  m  dunn’d  by  my  barber,  my  taylor,  my  groom  | 

I  low  can  I  do  elfe  than  to  fret  and  to  fume  ? 

I  hey  join  to  attack  me  with  one  good  accord, 

From  morning  ’till  night  ’tis  «  my  lord,  and  my  lord.*1: 

D  d 
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And  there  comes  the  cobler,  fo  often  deny’d- 

U  1  had  him  in  Privat'>  I’d  threlh  his  damn'd  hide. 

Mansfield. 

Would  you  worry  the  man  that  has  found  you  in  limes 
Come,,  courage,  my  lord,  I  can  tell  you  good  news— 
Virginia  is  conquer’d,  the  rebels  are  bang’d, 

Vou  are  now  to  go  over  and  fee  them  fafe  hang’d  : 

I  hope  it  is  not  to  your  nature  abhorrent 
To  fign  for  thefe  wretches  a  legal  death  warrant— 
Were  I  but  in  your  place,  I’m  fure  it  would  fuit 
To  fign  their  death-warrants  and  hang  them  to  boot. 

Dunmore . 

My  lord  .  I  rn  amaz  d — have  we  routed  the  foe  ?— * 

I  Ihall  govern  again  then,  if  matters  be  fo— 

And  as  to  the  hanging,  in  fhort,  to  be  plain. 

I’ll  hang  them  fo  well  they’ll  ne’er  want  it  again. 

With  regard  to  the  wretches  who  thump  at  my  gates, 

I  11  difcharge  all  their  dues  with  the  rebel  eftates  ; 

In  lefs  than  three  months  I  (hall  fend  a  polacca 
As  deep  as  lhe’ll  fwim,  fir,  with  corn  and  tobacco. 

Mansfield. 

And  fend  us  fome  rebels — a  dozen  or  fo _ 

They’ll  ferve  here  in  London  by  way  of  a  /how  j 
And  as  to  the  tories,  believe  me,  dear  coufin. 

We  can  fpare  you  fome  hundreds  to  pay  for  the  dozen. 
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FROM 

Lord  Cornwallis  to  Sir  Henry  Clinton* 

Oftober,  1781. 


t  ROM  clouds  of  Smoke,  and  flames  that  round  me 
To  you,  dear  Clinton,  I  difclofe  my  woe  :  [glow, 

Here  cannons  flafli,  bombs  glance,  and  bullets  fly  3 
Not  Satan’s  felf  endures  fuch  mifery. 

Was  I  foredoom’d,  like  Korah,  to  expire, 

Hurl’d  to  perdition  in  a  blaze  of  fire  ? 

With  thefe  blue  flames  can  mortal  man  contend— 
What  arms  can  aid  me,  or  what  walls  defend  ? 

Even  to  thefe  gates  lafl  night  a  phantom  firode. 

And  hail’d  me  trembling  to  his  dark  abode  : 

Aghaft  I  flood,  ftruck  motionlefs  and  dumb, 

Seiz’d  with  the  horrors  of  the  world  to  come. 

Were  but  my  power  as  mighty  as  my  rage, 

Far  different  battles  would  Cornwallis  wage  5 
Beneath  his  fword  yon’  threat’ning  hofts  fliould  groan. 
The  earth  fhould  quake  with  thunders  all  his  own. 

O  crocodile  !  had  I  thy  flinty  hide, 

Swords  to  defy,  and  glance  the  balls  afide, 

By  my  own  prow'efs  would  I  rout  the  foe, 

With  my  own  javelin  would  I  work  their  woe— 

But  fate’s  averfe,  and  heaven’s  Supreme  decree 
Nile’s  ferpent  form’d  more  excellent  than  me. 

Has  heaven  in  Secret  for  Some  crime  decreed 
That  I  mould  Suffer,  and  my  Soldiers  bleed  ? 
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Or  is  it  by  the  jealous  Ikies  conceal’d, 

That  I  muft  bend,  and  they  ignobly  yield  ? 

Ah  !  no— the  thought  o’erwhelms  my  foul  with  grief* 
Come,  bold  fir  Harry,  come  to  my  relief  j 
Come,  thou  brave  man,  whom  rebels  Tombjlone  call. 
But  Britons,  Graves—  come  Digby,  devil  and  all  j 
Come,  princely  William,  with  thy  potent  aid, 

Can  George’s  blood  by  Frenchmen  be  difmay’d  ? 

From  a  king’s  uncle  once  Scots  rebels  run, 

And  lhall  not  thefe  be  routed  by  a  Jon  f 
Come  with  your  Ihips  to  this  difaft’rous  fliore, 

Come  or  I  fink — and  fink  to  rife  no  more  j 
By  every  motive  that  can  fway  the  brave 
Halle  and  my  feeble  fainting  army  fave  j 
Come,  and  loft  empire  o’er  the  deep  regain, 

Chaftife  thefe  upftarts  that  ufurpthe  main  : 

I  fee  their  firft  rates  to  the  charge  advance, 

I  fee  loft  Iris  wear  the  flags  of  France  ; 

There  a  ftrid  rule  the  wakeful  Frenchman  keeps  ° 
There,  undifturb’d  by  dogs,  lord  Rawdon  fleeps  l 
Tir’d  with  long  ading  on  this  bloody  ftage. 

Sick  of  the  follies  of  a  wrangling  age. 

Come  with  your  fleet,  and  help  me  to  retire 
To  Britain’s  coaft,  the  land  of  my  defire  — 

For,  me  the  foe  their  certain  captive  deem, 

And  every  fchool  boy  takes  me  for  his  theme— 

Long,  much  too  long  in  this  hard  fervice  try’d, 
Befpatter’d  ftill,  be-devil’d,  and  bely’d  3 
With  the  flrft  chance  that  favouring  fortune  fends 
I’ll  fly,  converted,  from  this  land  of  fiends  : 

Convinc  d,  for  me,  {he  has  no  gems  in  ftore. 

Nor  leaves  one  triumph,  even  to  hope  for,  more. 
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In  youth,  gay  fcenes  attract  our  eyes, 
And  not  fufpedting  their  decay 

Life’s  flow’ry  fields  before  us  rife, 
Regardlefs  of  its  winter  day. 

But  vain  purfuits,  and  joys  as  vain, 
Convince  us  life  is  but  a  dream. 

Death  is  to  wake  to  rife  again 

To  that  true  life  I  bed  efleem. 

So  nightly  on  the  flowing  tide, 

Oft  have  I  feen  a  raree-fhow  $ 

Reflected  ftars  on  either  fide, 

And  glittering  moons  were  feen  below. 

But  when  the  tide  had  ebb’d  away, 

The  fcene  fantaftic  with  it  fled, 

A  bank  of  mud  around  me  lay, 

And  fea-weed  on  the  river’s  bed. 
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General  EARL  CORNWALLIS, 

Who,  with  above  feven  thcufand  Men,  furrendered 
thernlelves  prifoners  of  war,  to  the  renowned  and 
•lloftnons  General  George  Washington,  com¬ 
mander  in  chief  of  the  allied  armies  of  France  and 
America,  on  the  memorable  19th  of  O&ober ,  1781. 

“  Give  us  tl,e  Proudeft  prifoner  of  the  Goths 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and  on  a  pile 
“  Ad  mams  fratrum  facrifice  his  fleih, 

“  Before  this  earthly  prifon  of  their  bones  ; 

“  That  fo  the  fhadows  be  not  unappeas’d,  * 

Nor  we  difturb’d  with  prodigies  on  earth.” 

Shakefpeare’s  Titus  Andronicns.  Ad  I,  Scene  II 


A  Chieftain  join’d  with  Howe,  Eurgoyne,  and  Gage, 
Once  more,  nor  this  the  Jaft,  provokes  my  rage— 

Vvho  law  thefe  Nimrods  fir  ft  for  conqueft  burn  ! 

Who  has  not  feen  them  to  the  dull  return  ? 
liiis  ruffian  next,  who  fcour’d  our  ravag’d  fields, 

I  oe  to  Lie  human  race,  Cornwallis  yields  ! _ 

None  e’er  before  elTay’d  fuch  defperate  crimes. 

Alone  he  flood,  arch-butcher  of  the  times, 

Rov’d  uncontrouTd  this  wafted  country  o’er, 

Strew’d  plains  with  dead,  and  bath’d  his  jaws  with  gore? 

i  WAS  thus  the  wolf,  who  fought  by  night  his  prey. 
And  plunder’d  all  he  met  with  on  his  way, 

Stole  what  he  could,  and  murder’d  as  he  pafs’d, 

Chanc  d  on  a  trap,  and  loft  his  head  at  laft. 

What  pen  can  write,  what  human  tongue  can  tell 
The  endlels  murders  of  this  man  of  hell  ! 
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Nature  in  him  difgrac’d  the  form  divine  ; 

Nature  midook,  ihe  meant  him  for  a — fwine  : 

That  eye  his  forehead  to  her  fhame  adorns  j 

Blufh  !  nature,  blufh — beftow  him  tail  and  horns  !— 

By  him  the  orphans  mourn — the  widow’d  dame 

Saw  ruin  fpreading  in  the  wadeful  flame  j 

Gafli’d  o’er  with  wounds  beheld  with  dreaming  eye 

A  fon,  a  brother,  or  a  confort,  die 

Through  ruin’d  realms  bones  lie  without  a  tomb, 

And  fouls  he  fped  to  their  eternal  doom, 

Who  elfe  had  liv’d,  and  feen  their  toils  again 
Blefs’d  by  the  genius  of  the  rural  reign. 

But  turn  your  eyes,  and  fee  the  murderer  fall, 
Then  fay — ((  Cornwallis  has  atchiev’d  it  all.” — 

Yet  he  preferves  the  honour  and  the  fame 
That  vanquilh’d  heroes  only  ought  to  claim — 

Is  he  a  hero  ! — Read,  and  you  will  find 
Heroes  are  beings  of  a  different  kind  - 
Companion  to  the  word:  of  men  is  due, 

And  mercy  heaven’s  fird  attribute,  ’tis  true  $ 

Yet  mod  prefume  it  was  too  nobly  done 
To  grant  mild  terms  to  Satan's  firjl-born  fon . 

Convinc’d  wre  are,  no  foreign  fpot  of  earth 
But  Britain  only,  gave  this  reptile  birth. 

That  white-cliff’ d  ifle,  the  vengeful  dragon’s  den, 

Has  fent  us  monfiers  where  we  look'd  for  men. 

When  memory  paints  their  horrid  deeds  anew, 

And  brings  thefe  murdering  mifcreants  to  your  view, 
Then  afk  the  leaders  of  thefe  bloody -bands, 

Can  they  expedt  compaflion  at  our  hands  . 

But  may  this  year,  the  glorious  eighty-one, 
Conclude  fuccefsful,  as  it  fird  begun  ; 
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1  his  brilliant  year  their  total  downfall  fee , 

An d  what  Oornwallis  is,  may  Clinton  be / 
o  COME  the  time,  nor  diftant  be  the  day, 

When  our  bold  navy  fhall  its  wings  difplay  j  ’ 
Mann’d  by  our  fons,  to  feek  that  barbarous  Ibore, 
The  wrongs  revenging  that  their  fathers  bore  : 

As  Samuel  hew’d  the  tyrant  Agag  down. 

So  new  the  wearer  of  the  Britifh  crown  ; 

Unpitying,  next  his  hated  offspring  flay, 

Or  into  foreign  lands  the  fiends  convey  : 

Give  them  their  turn  to  pine  and  die  in  chains, 

Till  not  one  monfter  of  the  race  remains. 

I  hou,  who  refid’ft  on  thofe  thrice  happy  fcores. 
Where  white  rob’d  peace  her  envied  bleffings  pours. 
Stay,  and  enjoy  the  pleafures  that  lhe  yields  j 
But  come  not,  ftranger,  to  our  wafted  fields/ 

Bor  warlike  hofts  on  every  plain  appear. 

War  damps  the  beauties  of  the  riling  year  : 

Jnvain  the  groves  their  bloomy  fweets  difplay  ; 

War’s  clouded  winter  chills  the  charms  of  May  ; 
Here  human  blood  the  trampled  harveft  ftains  • 

Here  bones  of  men  yet  whiten  all  the  plains  ,*  ? 

Seas  teem  with  dead  j  and  our  unhappy  ffore 
Forever  blulhes  with  its  children’s  gore. 

But  turn  your  eyes— behold  the  tyrant  fall, 

And  think— Cornwallis  has  atchiev’d  it  all.— 

All  mean  revenge  Americans  difdain, 

Olt  have  they  prov’d  it,  and  now  prove  again  $ 

With  nobler  fires  their  generous  bofoms  glow  j 
Still  in  the  captive  they  forget  the  foe 
But  when  a  nation  takes  a  wrongful  caufe, 

And  hoftile  turns  to  heaven’s  and  nature’s  laws  ; 
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When,  facrificing  at  ambition’s  /hrine. 

Kings  /light  the  mandates  of  the  power  divine. 

And  devaluation  fpread  on  every  fide. 

To  gratify  their  malice  or  their  pride. 

And  fend  their  /laves  their  proje&s  to  fulfil, 

,u  freedom,  or  our  blood  to  fpill  :  — 

Such  to  forgive,  is  virtue  too  fublimej 
For  even  compaffion  has  been  found  a  crime. 

A  prophet  once,  for  miracles  renown’d, 

.Bade  JoaJh  fmite  the  arrows  on  the  ground— 

Taking  the  myftic  /hafts,  the  prince  obey’d. 

Thrice  fmote  them  on  the  earth— and  then  he  ftay’d— 
Griev’d  when  he  faw  full  vidtory  deny’d, 

“  Six  times  you  fliould  have  fmote,”  the  prophet  cry’d, 

‘ ‘  Then  had  proud  Syria  funk  beneath  thy  power  j 
c‘  Now  thrice  you  fmite  her— but  /hall  fmite  no  more.’* 
Cornwallis  !  thou  art  rank’d  among  the great  j 
Such  was  the  will  of  all-controuling  fate. 

As  mighty  men,  who  liv’d  in  days  of  yore. 

Were  figur’d  out  fome  centuries  before  j 
So  you  with  them  in  equal  honour  join. 

Your  great  precurfor’s  name  was  Jack  Burgoyne  ? 

Like  you  was  he,  a  man  in  arms  renown’d. 

Who,  hot  for  conquefi:,  fail’d  the  ocean  round  5 
This,  this  was  he,  who  fcour’d  the  woods  for  praife. 

And  burnt  down  cities*  to  defcribe  the  blaze  ! 

So,  while  on  fire,  his  harp  Rome’s  tyrant  ftrung. 

And  as  the  buildings  flam’d,  old  Nero  fung. 

Who  would  have  guefs’d  the  purpofe  of  the  fates. 
When  that  proud,  boajier  bow’d  to  conquering  Gates  !-* 

*  Charle/town,  near  Bolton.  See  hotter  on  that  occafion. 
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i  lien  lung  the  fitters']'  as  the  wheel  went  round, 
(Could  we  have  heard  the  invigorating  found) 

Thus  furely  did  the  fatal  fitters  fmg _ _ 

“  When  juft  four  years  do  this  fame  feafon  brings 
“  And  in  his  annual  journey,  when  the  fun 
“  Four  times  completely  /hall  his  circuit  run, 

4 4  An  angel  then  ihall  rid  you  of  your  fears, 

“  By  binding  Satan  for  a  thoufand  years, 

“  Shall  lafli  the  ferpent  to  the  infernal  ihore, 

<(  To  watte  the  nations,  and  deceive  no  more, 
il  Make  wars  and  blood,  and  tyranny  to  ceafe^ 

6i  And  hufti  the  fiends  of  Britain  into  peace.’* 

Joy  to  your  lo-rdihip,  and  your  high  defcent^ 

You  are  the  Satan  that  the  fijlers  meant. 

Too  foon  you  found  your  race  of  ruin  run, 

Your  conquefts  ended,  and  your  battles  done  ! 

But  that  to  live  is  better  than  to  die. 

And  life  you  chofe,  though  life  with  infamy, 

You  fhould  have  climb’d  your  loftieft  vefTel’s  deck^ 

And  hung  a  millftone  round  your  halter’d  neck _ - 

Then  plung’d  forever  to  the  wat’ry  bed, 

Ilell  in  your  heart,  and  vengeance  on  your  head. 

All  mutt  confefs,  that  in  regard  to  you, 

’Twas  wrong  to  rob  the  devil  of-  his  due _ 

ForHayne,  forHayne  !  no  death  but  thine  atones  •- 

t  5 

For  thee,  Cornwallis,  how  the  gallows  groans  ! 

That  injur  d  man  s,  and  all  the  blood  you’ve  fhed, 

1  hat  blood  ihall  reft  on  your  devoted  head  $ 

Afliam’d  to  live,  and  yet  afraid  to  die, 

'Your  courage  flacken’d  as  the  foe  drew  nigh— 

Y  The  Parca?,  or  Pates,  who,  according  to  the  Heathen  mytho 
fogy,  were  three  in  number. 
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Ungrateful  wretch,  to  yield  your  favourite  band 

To  chains  and  prifons  in  a  hodile  land  : 

To  the  wide  world  your  Negro  friends  to  cad, 

And  leave,  your  Tories  to  be  hang’d  at  lad  ! — 

You  fhould  have  foupht  with  horror  and  amaze, 
'’Till  fcorch’d  to  cinders  in  the  cannon  blaze, 

’’Till  all  your  hod:  of  Beelzebubs  was  fain, 

Doom’d  to  difgrace  no  human  diape  again— 

As  it  from  hell  this  horned  hod  he  drew, 

Swift  from  the  South  the  embodied  ruffians  flew  j 
Dedru&ion  follow’d  at  their  cloven  feet, 

■>lill  you,  Fayette,  condrain’d  them  to  retreat, 

And  held  them  clofe,  ’till  thy  fam’d  fquadron  came, 
De  Grade,  completing  their  eternal  fhame. 

When  the  loud  cannon’s  unremitting  glare 
And  i ed  hot  Dalis  compell’d  you  to  defpair, 

How  could  you  da nd  to  meet  your  generous  foe  ? 

.Old  not  the  fight  con  found  your  foul  with  woe  ?— 

In  thy  gieat  foul  what  god-like  virtues  fhine, 

WTbat  inborn  gieatnefs,  Washington,  is  thine!— 
Fife  had  no  prifoner  trod  thefe  lands  to-day, 

All,  with  his  lordfhip,  had  been  fvvept  away, 

All  doom’d  alike  death’s  vermin  to  regale, 

NoY one  been  left  to  tell  the  dreadful  tale  ! 

But  hzs  own  terms  the  vanquifh’d  murderer  nam’d— 
He  nobly  gave  the  mifereant  all  he  claim’d. 

And  bade  Cornwallis,  conquer’d  and  didrefs’d. 

Bear  all  his  torments  in  his  tortur’d  bread. 

/ 

Now  curs  d  with  life,  a  foe  to  man  and  God, 

Like  Cain,  I  drive  you  to  the  land  of  Nod. 

He  with  a  brother’s  blood  his  hands  did  dai ns 
One  brother  he,  you  have  a  tnoufand  fiain. 
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And,  O  !  may  heaven  affix  Tome  public  mark 
To  know  Cornwallis  may  he  W  and  bark  /— 
°n  eagle’s  wings  explore  your  downward  flight 
To  the  deep  horrors  of  the  darkeft  night, 

Where,  wrapt  in  ffiade  on  ocean’s  utmoft  bound. 

No  longer  fun,  nor  moon,  nor  ftars  are  found  ; 
Where  never  light  her  kindling  radiance  ffied. 

But  the  dark  comets  rove  with  all  their  dead  *, 
Doom’d  through  the  tracks  of  endlefs  fpace  to  run 
No  more  revolving  to  confound  the  fun. 

Such  horrid  deeds  your  fpotted  foul  defame 
We  grieve  to  think  your  ffiape  and  ours  the  fame  ! 
Enjoy  what  comfort  in  this  life  you  can, 

The  form  you  have,  not  feelings  of  a  man  ; 

Hafte  to  the  rocks,  thou  curfe  to  human  kind, 

"There  thou  may’ll  wolves  and  brother  tygers  find  5 
Eternal  exile  be  your  righteous  doom 
A  net  gnalh  your  dragon’s  teeth  in  fome  fequefter’d  gloom 
Such  be  the  end  of  each  relentlefs  foe 

Who  feels  no  pity  for  another’s  woe _ 

So  may  they  fall— even  you,  though  much  too  late. 
Shall  curfe  the  day  you  languilh’d  to  be  great  j 

Hafte  from  the  torments  of  the  prefent  life _ . 

Quick,  let  the  halter  end  thee  or  the  knife  $ 

So  may  deftrudfion  rulh  with  fpeedy  wing, 

Low  as  yourfelf  to  drag  your  cruel  king, 

His  head  torn  off,  his  hands,  his  feet,  and  all. 

Deep  in  the  duft  may  Dagon’s  image  fall  $ 

His  flump  alone  efcape  the  vengeful  fteel. 

Sav’d  but  to  grace  the  gibbet  or  the  wheel. 

f  See  Whifton’s  Hypothefis, 
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Brave  Americans,  under  General  Greene,  who 
fell  in  the  a&ion  of  September  8,  1781. 


A  T  Eutaw  fprings  the  valiant  died  : 

Their  limbs  with  duft  are  cover’d  o’er—* 
Weep  on,  ye  fprings,  your  tearful  tide  5 
How  many  heroes  are  no  more  ! 

If  in  this  wreck  of  ruin,  they 

Can  yet  be  thought  to  claim  a  tear, 

O  fmite  thy  gentle  bread:,  and  fay 

The  friends  of  freedom  dumber  here  1 

Thou,  who  /halt  trace  this  bloody  plain, 

If  goodnefs  rules  thy  generous  bread. 
Sigh  for  the  wafted  rural  reign  j 

Sigh  for  the  Ihepherds  funk  to  reft  ! 


Stranger,  their  humble  groves  adorn  ; 

You  too  may  fall,  and  alk  a  tear  : 

’Tis  not  the  beauty  of  the  morn 

That  proves  the  evening  lhall  be  clear— 


They  faw  their  injur’d  country’s  woe  ; 

The  flaming  town,  the  wafted  field  j 
Then  rufli’d  to  meet  the  infulting  foe  j 

They  took  the  fpear— but  left  the  fhield. 


PLATO  to  THE  ON. 
by  thy  conquering  ftandards,  GrE£NEj 

The  Britons  they  compell’d  to  fly  ; 
Nonediftant  view’d  the  fatal  plain. 

None  griev’d  in  fuch  a  caufe  to  die— 

Put,  like  the  Parthian,  fam’d  of  old. 

Who,  flying,  ftiil  their  arrows  threw  j 
Thefe  routed  Britons,  full  as  bold, 

Retreated,  and  retreating  flew. 

Now  reft  in  peace,  our  patriot  band  j 

Though  far  from  nature's  limits  thrown, 
Wetruft  they  find  a  happier  land, 

A  brighter  Phoebus  of  their  own. 


I  L  A  T  O,  the  Philosopher 9 


His  Friend  THEON. 

omnibus  calcanda  via  Lethi. 


w 

HY,  Theon,  wauldft  thou  longer  groan 
Beneath  a  weight  of  years  and  woe. 

Thy  youth  is  loft,  thy  pleafures  flown, 

And  time  proclaims,  «  ’Tis  time  to  go.” 

To  willows  fad  and  weeping  yews 

Wnh  me  a  while,  dear  friend,  repair. 


PLATO  to  THEON 


23 1 

Nor  to  the  vault  thy  fteps  refufe. 

Thy  conftant  home  fhall  foon  be  there. 

To  fummer  funs  and  winter  moons 
Prepare  to  bid  a  long  adieu, 

Autumnal  feafons  fhall  return 

And  fpring  fhall  bloom,  but  not  for  you. 

Why  fo  perplextwith  cares  and  toil 
To  reft  upon  this  darkfome  road, 

’Tis  but  a  thin,  a  thirfty  foil, 

A  barren  and  a  bleak  abode. 

Conftrain’d  to  dwell  with  pain  and  care, 

Thefe  dregs  of  life  are  bought  too  dear, 

’Tis  better  far  to  die  than  bear 

The  torments  of  another  year. 

Subjected  to  perpetual  ills 

A  thoufand  deaths  around  us  grow, 

The  froft  the  tender  bloffom  kills, 

And  rofes  wither  as  they  blow. 

Cold  nipping  winds  thy  fruits  aflail, 

The  infant  apple  feeks  the  ground. 

The  peaches  fall,  the  cherries  fail. 

The  grape  receives  a  fatal  wound. 

The  breeze  that  gently  ought  to  blow 

Swells  to  a  ftorm  and  rends  the  main, 

The  fun  that  charm’d  the.  grafs  to  gj*ow 
Turns  hoftile  and  confumes  the  plain  $ 


« 


PLATO  to  THEONj 

The  mountains  wade,  the  (h ores  decay, 

,  °nCe  Purli«g  ftreams  are  dead  and  dry 
Twas  nature’s  work-’tis  nature’s  play, 
And  nature  fays,  that  all  muftdie* 

Yon'  flaming  lamp,  the  fource  of  light. 

In  chaos  dark  /hall  Ihroud  his  beam 
And  leave  the  world  to  mother  night, 

A  farce,  a  phantom,  or  a  dream. 

What  now  is  young  mud  foon  be  old, 

Whate’er  we  love,  we  foon  muft  leave, 
Tis  now  too  hot,  ’tis  now  too  cold— . 

To  live  is  nothing  but  to  grieve. 

How  bright  the  morn  her  courfe  begun. 

No  mifts  bedimm’d  the  folar  fphere— 
The  clouds  arife— they  fhade  the  fun. 

For  nothing  can  be  conftant  here* 

Now  hope  the  longing  foul  employs. 

In  expectation  we  are  blefl  j 
But  foon  the  airy  phantom  /lies. 

For,  1  o  !  the  treafure  is  poffefh 

TJiofe  monarchs  proud  that  havoc  fpread* 
(While  penfive  nature  dropt  a  tear) 

Thofe  monarchs  have  to  darknefs  fled 
And  ruin  bounds  their  mad  career. 

The  grandeur  of  this  earthly  round, 

^  here  I  heon  would  forever  be^ 


-  V  ’  , '  c- 


* 


C"  > 


Xs  but  a  name,  is  but  a  found— 

Mere  emptinefs  and  vanity. 

Give  me  the  ftars,  give  me  the  ikies. 

Give  me  the  heaven’s  remote#  fphere, 
Above  thefe  gloomy  fcenes  to  rife 
Of  defolation  and  defpair. 

Thofe  native  fires  that  warm’d  the  mind 
Now  languid  grown  too  dimly  glow, 
Joy  has  to  grief  the  heart  refign’d 

And  love  itfelf  is  chang’d  to  woe. 

The  joys  of  wine  are  all  you  boa#, 

Thefe  for  a  moment  damp  thy  pain  j 
The  gleam  is  o’er,  the  charm  is  loft— 

And  darknefs  clouds  the  foul  again. 

Then  feek  no  more  for  blifs  below 

Where  real  blifs  can  ne’er  be  found, 
Afpire  where  fweeter  bloiToms  blow 

And  fairer  flowers  bedeck  the  ground  ,* 

Where  plants  of  life  the  plains  inveft 
And  green  eternal  crowns  the  year, 

The  little  god  within  thy  breaft 
Is  weary  of  his  manfion  here. 

Like  Phofphor  clad  in  bright  array 
His  height  meridian  to  regain 
He  can,  nor  will  no  longer  ftay 
To  ihiver  on  a  frozen  plain. 

F  f 
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Life’s  journey  paft,  for  death  prepare. 


prepare. 


’Tis  but  the  freedom  of  the  mind, 
Jove  made  us  mortal — his  we  are. 


mauc  us  mortal — ms  we  are, 

■fo  Jove>  dear  Theon,  be  refign’d. 


PROLOGUE, 

Written  to  a  Theatrical  Entertainment  in  Philadelphia,  Dec.  i7zt> 


VV  ARS,  bloody  wars  and  hoftile  Britain’s  rage 
Have  banilh’d  long  the  pleafures  of  the  ftagej 
From  the  gay  painted  fcene  compell’d  to  part, 
(Forgot  the  melting  language  of  the  heart) 
Conftrain’d  to  fiiun  the  bold  theatric  fhow. 

To  aft  long  tragedies  of  real  woe, 

Heroes,  once  more  attend  the  comic  mufe; 

Forget  our  failings,  and  our  faults  excufe. 

In  that  fine  language  is  our  fable  dreft 
Which  ftill  unrivall’d  reigns  o’er  all  the  refirj 
Of  foreign  courts  the  ftudy  and  the  pride. 

Who  to  know  this  abandon  all  befidej 
Bold,  though  polite,  and  ever  fure  to  pleafej 
Correft  with  grace,  and  elegant  with  eafe  5 
Soft  from  the  lips  its  eafy  accents  roll, 

Form’d  to  delight  and  captivate  the  foul : 

In  this  Eugenia  tells  her  eafy  lay, 

The  brilliant  work  of  courtly  Beaumarchais  ; 

In  this  Racine,  Voltaire,  and  Boileau  fung. 

The  nobJeft  poets  in  the  nobleft  tongue. 

If  the  foft  ftory  in  our  play  exprefs’d 
Can  give  a  moment’s  pleafure  to  your  breail. 


On  the  Ruins  of  a  Country  INN.  235 

To  you,  Great  Sir  !*  we  mud  be  proud  to  fay 
That  moment’s  pleafure  fhall  our  pains  repay  : 

Return’d  from  conqueft:  and  from  glorious  toils, 

From  armies  captur’d  and  unnumber'd  fpoils  3 
Ere  yet  again,  with  generous  France  ally’d, 

You  rufh  to  battle,  humbling  Britifti  pride  3 
While  arts  of  peace  thy  kind  protedlion  lhare, 

O  lettheMufes  claim  an  equal  care* 

You  bade  us  firft  our  future  greatnefs  fee, 

Infpir’d  by  you,  we  languilh’d  to  be  free  3 
Even  here  where  freedom  lately  fat  diftreft, 

See,  a  new  Athens  riling  in  the  weft  ! 

Fair  fcience  blooms  where  tyrants  reign’d  before. 

Red  war  reluttant  leaves  our  ravag’d  fhore— 
iiluftrious  hero,  may  you  live  to  fee 
Thefe  new  republics  powerful,  great,  and  free  3 
Peace,  heaven  born  peace,  o’er  fpacious  regions  fpread, 
While  difcord,  linking,  veils  her  ghaftly  head. 

*  Addrefled  to  his  excellency  General  Walhington. 

stanzas 

OCCASIONED 

by  the  Ruins  of  a  Country  Inn,  unroofed  and  blown 
down  in  a  Storm. 


Where  now  thefe  mingled  ruins  ly 
A  temple  once  to  Bacchus  rofe. 
Beneath  whofe  roof,  afpiring  high. 

Full  many  a  gueft  forgot  his  woes  ; 


*3«  On  the  Ruins  or  *  Country  INN. 

No  more  this  dome,  by  tempefts  torn, 

-Affords  a  focial  fafe  retreat  $ 

But  ravens  here,  with  eye  forlorn. 

And  cluttering  batts  henceforth  fhallmeet. 

The  Priettefs  of  this  ruin’d  ttirine. 

Unable  to  furvive  the  ttroke, 

Prefents  no  more  the  ruddy  wine, 

Her  glaffes  gone,  her  china  broke. 

The  friendly  Hoft,  whofe  focial  hand 
Accotted  ftrangers  at  the  door. 

Has  left  at  length  his  wonted  ttand. 

And  greets  the  weary  gueft  no  more. 

Old  creeping  time,  that  brings  decay, 

Might  yet  have  fpar’d  thefe  mouldering  walls. 
Alike  beneath  whofe  potent  fway 

A  temple  or  a  tavern  falls. 

Is  this  the  place  where  mirth  and  joy. 

Coy  nymphs  and  fprightlv  lads  were  found  ? 
Alas  !  no  more  the  nymphs  are  coy. 

No  more  the  flowing  bowls  go  round. 

Is  this  the  place  where  fettive  fong 
Deceiv’d  the  wint’ry  hours  away  ? 

No  more  the  fwains  the  tune  prolong. 

No  more  the  maidens  join  the  lay* 

•  '  >  t 

Is  this  the  place  where  Chloe  flept 

In  downy  beds  of  blue  and  green,  ? 


) 
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Dame  Nature  here  no  vigils  kept, 

No  cold  unfeeling  guards  werefeen. 

’Tis  gone  ! — and  Chloe  tempts  no  more, 
Deep,  unrelenting  filence  reigns  ; 

Of  all  that  pleas’d,  that  charm’d  before. 
The  tott’ring  chimney  fcarce  remains  ! 

Ye  tyrant  winds  !  whofe  ruffian  blaft 

From  locks  and  hinges  rent  the  door, 

And  all  the  roof  to  ruin  cad, 

The  roof  that  fhelter’d  us  before, 

Your  wrath  appeas’d,  I  pray  be  kind 

If  Mopfus  fhould  the  dome  renew  $ 

That  we  again  may  quaff  his  wine, 

Again  colledt  our  jovial  crew. 


THE 

ROYAL  ADVENTURER. 


PRINCE  William  of  theBrunfwick  race. 
To  witnefs  George’s  fad  difgrace 
The  Royal  Lad  came  over 
Rebels  to  kill  by  Right  Divine— 

Deriv’d  from  that  illuftrious  line  * 

The  beggars  of  Hanover. 


23^  The  ROYAL  ADVENTURER, 

So  many  chiefs  got  broken  pates 
ln  vanquilhing  the  rebel  States, 

So  many  nobles  fell, 

Tha  George  the  Third  in  pafiion  cry’d, 

Our  royal  blood  mull  now  be  try’d  ; 

Tis  that  muft  break  the  lpeJI  : 

“  T°y°u  (the  fat  pot-valiant  Swine 
“  To  Digby  raid)  dear  friend  of  mine, 

“  To  you  I  truft  my  boy. 

“  The  rebel  tribes  ihail  quake  with  fears. 
Rebellion  die  when  he  appears ; 

“  My  Tories  leap  with  joy.” 

So  faid,  fo  done— the  boy  was  fent. 

But  never  reach’d  the  continent, 

An  ihand  held  him  fa/t— 

1  et  there  his  friends  danc’d  rigadoons. 

The  Heffians  fung  in  High  Dutch  tunes 
Piince  William’s  come  at  laft.” 

Prjnce  William  comes  the  Briton  cry’d— 
The  glory  of  our  empire  wide 
Shall  now  be  foon  reftor’d  — 

“  °ur  monarch  is  in  William  feen, 

“  He  is  the  image  of  our  queen. 

Let  William  be  ador’d  1” 

The  Tories  came  with  long  addrefs. 

With  poems  groan’d  the  Royal  prej }, 

And  all  in  William’s  praife— 

The  boy  aftoni/h’d  look’d  about 


; 
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To  find  their  waft  dominions  out, 

Then  anfwer’d  in  amaze, 

“  Where  all  your  empire  wide  can  be^ 
il  Friends,  for  my  foul  I  cannot  fee  : 

<f  ’Tis  but  an  empty  name  ; 

*{  Three  wafted  ifiands  and  a  town 
(i  Jn  rubbifh  bury’d — half  burnt  down* 
i(  Is  all  that  we  can  claim  : 

I  am  of  royal  birth,  ’tis  true, 
cc  But  what,  alas  !  can  princes  do, 
te  No  armies  to  command  ? 
iS  Cornwallis  conquer’d  and  diftreft— - 
<e  Sir  Henry  Clinto,n  grown  a  jeft — » 

“  I  curfe — and  leave  the  land.” 

LORD 

DUN  MORE’s  PETITION 

TO  THE 

Legislature  of  Virginia. 


humbly  sheweth, 

-T HAT  a  filly  old  fellow,  much  npted  of  yore, 
And  known  by  the  name  of  John,  earl  of  Dunmore, 
Has  again  ventur’d  over  to  vifit  your  fliore. 

The  reafon  of  this  he  begs  leave  to  explain— 


H°  ,  LoED  DUNMORE’s  PETITION'. 

In  England  they  fald  you  were  conquer'd  and  /lain, 
(But  the  devil  take  him  that  believes  thirm  again)- 

So,  hearing  that  moll  of  you  rebels  were  dead, 

•That  fome  had  fubmitted,  and  others  had  fled’ 

I  mufter’d  my  tories,  myfelf  at  their  head. 

And  over  we  fcudded,  our  hearts  full  of  glee. 

As  merry  as  ever  poor  devils  could  be. 

Our  ancient  dominion,  Virginia  to  fee; 

Our  Ihoe  boys,  and  tars,  and  the  very  cook's  mate 
Already  conceiv'd  he  po/Tefs’d  an  eftate, 

And  the  tories  no  longer  were  curling  their  fate. 


yfelf,  the  don  Quixote,  and  each  of  the  crew, 

L.ke  Sancho,  had  iflands  and  empires  in  view- 
They  were  captains  and  knights,  and  the  devil  knows 

But  now,  to  our  forrow,  difgrace,  and  furprife,  ^ 

No  longer  deceiv'd  by  the  Father  of  Lies,* 

We  hear  with  our  ears,  and  we  fee  with  our  eyes 

1  have  therefore  to  make  you  a  modeft  requeft, 

(And  I'm  fare  in  my  mind  it  will  be  for  the  beft) 

Admtt  me  again  to  your  manfions  of  reft. 


All  waiting  to  fee  you  fubmit  to  the  Lion 

And  may  wait  till  the  devil  is  king  0f  Mount  Sion  , 


*  1  he  PriQter  of  Royal  Gazette.-. 
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Though  a  brute  and  a  dunce,  like  the  reft  of  the  clan, 
I  can  govern  as  well  as  moft  Engliftimen  canj 
And  if  I’m  a  drunkard,  I  ftill  am  a  man  : 


I  mifs’d  It  fome  how  in  comparing  my  notes, 

Or  fix  years  ago  I  had  join’d  with  your  votes  j 

Not  aided  the  negroes  in  cutting  your  throats.  [1775. 

Altho’  with  fo  many  hard  names  I  was  branded, 

I  hope  you’ll  believe,  (as  you  will  iF  you’re  candid) 
That  I  only  perform’d  what  my  mafter  commanded. 


Give  me  lands,  whores  and  dice,  and  you  ftill  may  be 
Let  who  will  be  mafter,  we  fha’n’t  difagree  j  [freej 
If  King  or  if  Congrefs — no  matter  to  me  $— 


I  hope  you  will  fend  me  an  anfwer  ftraightwav* 

O  j  1 

For  tis  plain  that  at  Charleston  we  cannot  long  ftay— 
And  your  humble  petitioner  ever  fhall  pray. 

dunmore. 

Charleston,  Jan,  6,  1782. 

epigram 

OCCASIONED 

By  the  Title  of  Rivington’s  Royal  Gazette 
being  fcarcely  legible. 


O  AYS  Satan  to  Jemmy,  I  hold  you  a  bet 
“  That  you  mean  to  abandon  our  Royal  Gazette, 

Or,  between  you  and  me,  you  Wou’d  manage  things  bet- 
“  Than  the  Title  to  print  on  fo  damned  a  Letter,  [ter 

G  g 


243  EPIGRAM,  &v. 

"  Now,  being  connected  fo  long  in  the  art, 

“  It  would  not  be  prudent  at  prefsnt  to  part ; 

And  people  perhaps  would  be  frighten’d,  and  fret 
If  the  devil  alone  carry’d  on  the  Gazette.1* 

Sa^s  Jemmy  to  Satan  (by  way  of  a  wipe^ 

“  Who  g‘ves  me  matter  ihould  furni/h  the  type  ; 

“  And  why  you  find  fault  I  can  fcarcely  divine, 

“  For  the  types,  like  the  printer,  are  certainly  thine. 

Tis  yours  to  deceive  with  the  femblance  of  truth, 

“  Thou  friend  of  my  age,  and  thou  guide  of  my  youth  \ 
“  But  to  profper,  pray  fend  me  fome  further  fupplies, 

“  A  fett  of  new  Types,  and  a  fett  of  new  Lies." 
February  1,3. 


lines 

occasioned 

By  Mr.  Rivington’s  New  Titular  Types  to  his  Royal 
Gazette,  of  February  27,  1782. 


"We  LL— now(faid  the  devil)  it  looks  fomething  bet- 
Your  title  is  flruck  on  a  charming  new  Letter;  [ter! 
Laft  night  in  the  dark,  as  I  gave  it  a  fquint, 

I  faw  my  dear  partner  had  taken  the  hint. 

I  ever  furmifed  (though  ’twas  doubted  by  fome) 
That  the  old  types  were  fhadows  of  fubftance  to  come  : 
But  if  the  new  Letter  is  pregnant  with  charms. 

It  grieves  me  to  think  of  thofe  curfed  King’s  Arms ! 


* 


I 


lines,  &*. 
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The  Dieu  et  mon  droit  (his  God  and  his  right) 

Is  fo  dim,  that  I  hardly  know  what  is  meant  by’t ; 

The  paws  of  the  Lion  can  fcarcely  be  feen, 

And  the  Unicorn’s  guts  are  mod  {hamefully  lean  l 
The  Crown  is  fo  worn  of  your  mailer  the  Defpot, 

That  I  hardly  know  whether  ’tis  a  crown  or  a  pifspot  s 
When  I  rub  up  my  day-lights,  and  look  very  Iharp 
3  juft  can  diftinguilh  the  Irifhman’s  Harp  s 
Another  device  appears  rather  filly, 

Alas  !  it  is  only  the  lhade  of  the  Lilly  ! 

For  the  honour  of  George,  and  the  fame  of  our  nation. 
Pray  give  his  efcutcheons  a  rectification— 

Or  I  know  what  I  know,  (and I’m  a  queer  lhaver) 

Of  Him  and  his  Arras  I’ll  be  the  I«-grave-r» 

ON  MR.  RIVINGTON’s 

New  Engraved  King’s  Arms 

T  O 

His  Royal  Gazette. 


-T  R  O  M  the  regions  of  night,  with  his  head  in  afack, 
Afcended  a  perfon  accoutred  in  black. 

And  upward  directing  his  circular  eye  whites, 

(Like  the  Jure-divino  political  Levites) 

And  leaning  his  elbow  on  Rivington’s  Ihelf, 

While  the  printer  was  bufy,  thus  mus’d  with  hinjfelfr 
<c  My  mandates  are  fully  complied  with  at  laft, 

<c  New  ARMS  are  engrav’d  and  new  letters  are  caftj 


V 


SsB flfflB 


“  I  therefore  determine  and  freely  accord 

‘‘  fervent  of  mine  ^ireceL  hie  ’ward,- 

len  turninS  about,  to  the  printer  he  faid, 

“  Who  late  was  my  firvar.t  ft»U  now  be  my  AU. 

u  U;-der,my  b““"  f0  <*avely  you  fight, 

„  p  ne  " •~f0r  y0Ur  merits  I  dubbyou  a  knight, 
rom  a  paflive  fubaltern  I  bid  you  to  rife 

“  ThelNVENT0R  as  ^  the  P,INT„  of  1ies.„ 


A 

SPEECH 

that 

bliouid  have  been  fpoken  by  the  King  of  the  Ifland 
of  Britain  to  his  Parliament. 


JVIy  lords,  I  can  hardly  from  weeping  refrain. 
When  I  think  of  this  year  and  its  curfed  campaign  : 
But  ftill  it  is  folly  to  whine  and  to  grieve. 

For  things  will  yet  alter,  I  hope  and  believe. 


Of  the  fourfouthern  States  we  again  are  bereav’d. 

They  werejuft  in  our  grafp  (or  I’m  fadly  deceiv’d)  : 
There  are  wizards  and  witches  that  dwell  in  thofe  lands. 
For  the  moment  we  gain  them,  they  hip  from  our  hands. 


Our  profpeds  at  prefent  moll  gloomy  appear  5 
Cornwallis  returns  with  a  hea  in  his  ear. 

Sir  Henry  is  fic k  of  his  Nation  we  know—  . 
AijdAmherfi.  though'  prefs’d,  is  wi witting  to  go. 


A  SPEECH. 
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The  Hero*  that  fleer’d  for  the  cape  of  Good  Hope 
With  Monfieur  Suffrein  was  unable  to  cope — 

Many  months  are  elaps’d,  yet  his  talk  is  to  do— 

To  conquer  the  cape,  and  to  conquer  Peru  : 

When  his  fquadrcn  at  Portfgiouth  he  went  to  equip 
He  promis’d  great  things  from  his  fifty-gun  ship  ; 
But  let  him  alone— while  he  knows  which  is  which. 
He’ll  not  be  fo  ready  to  te  die  in  a  ditchd ’ 

Thisfefiipn,  I  thought  to  have  told  you  thus  much 
<c  A  treaty  concluded,  and  peace  with  the  Dutch—5’ 
But  as  ftubborn  as  ever,  they  vapour  and  brag. 

And  fail  by  my  nofe  with  the  Pruflian  flag. 

The  emprefs  refufes  to  join  on  our  fide. 

As  yet  with  the  Indians  we’re  only  ally’d  : 

(Though  fuch  an  alliance  is  rather  improper, 

For  we  Engliflr  are  white,  but  their  colour  is  copper.) 

4 

The  Irifh,  I  fear,  have  fome  mifchief  in  view  ; 

They  ever  have  been  a  moft  troublefome  crew — 

If  a  truce  or  a  treaty  hereafter  be  made. 

They  fltall  pay  very  dear  for  their  prefent  free  trade. 

Dame  Fortune  I  think  has  our  ftandards  forfaken, 

For  Tobago,  they  fay,  by  Frenchmen  is  taken  ; 
Minorca’s  befieg’d — and  as  to  Gibraltar, 

By  Jove  if  it’s  taken  I’ll  take  to  the  halter. 

It  makes  me  fo  wroth,  I  could  fcold  like  Xantippe 


*  Johnftone, 
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When  I  think  of  our  Ioffes  along  MiffifippJ— 

And  fee  in  the  Indies  that  horrible  Hyder 
His  conquers  extending  ftft  wider  and  wider.' 

Twixt  Wafhington,  Hyder,  Don  Galvez,  De  Graffe 
By  my  foul  Wt  are  brought  to  a  very  fine  pafs— 

When  we’ve  reafon  to  hope  new  battles  are  won 
A  packet  arrives--and  an  army’s  undone  . 

In  the  midft  of  this  fcene  of  difmay  and  diftrefs 
What  is  beft  to  be  done,  is  not  eafy  to  guefs, 

For  things  may  go  wrong  though  we  plan  them  aright, 
And  blows  they  muft  look  for,  whole  trade  is  to  fight. 

In  regard  to  the  rebels,  it  is  my  decree 
That  dependent  on  Britain  they  ever  fhall  be  ; 

Or  I’ve  captains  and  holts  that  will  fly  at  my  nod 
And  flaughter  them  all — by  the  bleffing  of  God. 

But  if  they  fucceed,  as  they’re  likely  to  do,  # 

Our  neighbours  muff  part  with  their  colonies  too: 

Bet  them  la*igh  and  be  merry,  and  make  us  their  jeff. 

When  La  Plata  revolts,  we  fhall  laugh  with  the  reft— 

*  • 

f 

Tis  true  that  the  journey  to  caffle  St.  Juan 
Was  a  project  that  brought  the  projectors  to  ruin  j 
But  ftill,  my  dear  lords,  I  would  have  you  reflet 
Who  nothing  do  venture  can  nothing  expeCt. 

If  the  Commons  agree  to  afford  me  new  treafures. 

My  fentence  once  more  is  for  vigorous  meafures  : 
Accuffomd  f0  Jong  to  head  winds  and  bad  weather* 

Let  us  conquer  or  go  to  the  devil  together. 
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£  A  True  Copy  from  the  Records.  3 


3  IN  C  E  life  is  uncertain,  and  no  one  can  fay. 

How  foon  we  may  go,  or  how  long  we  (hall  day, 
Methinks  he  is  wifed  who  fooned  prepares. 

And  fettles  in  feafon  his  worldly  affairs : 

Some  folks  are  fo  weak  they  can  fcarce  avoid  crying, 
And  think  when  they’re  making  their  wills  they  are  dyings 
’Tis  furely  aferious  employment — but  dill. 

Who  e’er  died  the  fooner  for  making  his  will  ? 

Let  others  be  fad  when  their  lives  they  review. 

But  I  know  whom  I’ve  ferv’d— and  him  faithfully  too  3 
And  though  it  may  feem  a  fanatical  dory 
He  often  has  fhow’d  me  a  glimpfe  of  his  glory. 

Imprimis,  my  carcafe  I  give  and  devife 
To  be  made  into  cakes  of  a  moderate  lize. 

To  nourifh  thofe  tories  whofe  fpirits  may  droop. 

And  ferve  the  king’s  army  with  Portable  Soup. 

Unlefs  I  midake,  in  the  fcriptures  we  read 
That  (<  worms  on  the  dead  fhall  delicioully  feed,” 

The  fcripture  dands  true — and  that  I  am  firm  in. 

For  what  are  our  tories  and  foldiers  but  vermin  ?—• 
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lh‘S  f°Up  of  r°uPs  ca»’t  be  call’d  that  of  beef 
And  this  may  to  feme  be  a  matter  of  grief  ’ 

"rIrrain  ^  u  L  L  would  occafion  a  laugh. 
That  beef  Portable  Soup  Ihbuld  be  made  of  a  Calf. 


o  the  kmg,  my  dear  mafler,  I  g;ve  a  full  fett 
(In  volumes  bound  up)  of  the  Royal  Gazette 
In  which  he  will  find  the  vafl:  record  contain’d 
Of  provinces  conquer’d  and  vidori.es  gain’d. 


As  to  Arnold,  the  traitor  and  Satan  his  brother 
I  beg  they  will  alfo  accept  of  another  j 
And  this  /hall  be  bound  in  Morocco  red  leather, 
Trovided  they’ll  read  it  like  brothers  together,  ? 


But  if  Arnold  /hould  die,  ’tis  another  affair, 
Then  Satan  furviving  /hall  be  the  foie  heir  j 
He  often  has  told  me  he  thought  it  quite  clever, 
t0  hlm  and  his  heirs  I  bequeath  it  forever. 


I  know  there  are  fame  (that  would  fain  be  thought  wife) 
V/ho  fay  my  Gazette  is  the  record  of  lies  j 
In  anfwer  to  this,  I  /hall  only  reply- 

All  the  choice  that  I  had  was  to  ftarve  or  to  lie. 


My  fiddles,  my  flutes,  French  horns  and  guittars 
I  leave  to  our  heroes  now  weary  of  wars— 

I  o  the  wars  of  the  ftage  they  more  boldly  advance, 
I  he  captains  fliall  play  and  the  foldiers  /hall  dance. 


To  Sir  Henry  Clinton,  his  ufe  and  behoof, 

I  leave  my  French  brandy  of  very  high  proof  j 
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It  wrll  give  him  frefh  fpirits  for  battle  and  /laughter 
And  make  him  feel  bolder  by  land  and  by  water : 

Yet  I  caution  the  knight,  for  fear  he  do  wrong 
*Tis  a*vant  la  'vlande  et  apret  le  poijfon 
It  will  ftrengthen  his  ftomach,  prevent  it  from  turning. 
And  digefl:  the  affront  of  his  effigy  burning. 

To  Baron  Knyphaufen,  his  heirs  and  affigns, 

I  bequeath  my  old  hock ,  and  my  Burgundy  wines. 

To  a  true  Heffian  drunkard  no  liquors  are  fweeter. 

And  I  know  the  old  man  is  no  foe  to  the  creature . 

To  a  general,  my  namefake,f  I  give  and  difpofe 
Of  a  purfe  full  of  clipp’d,  light,  fweated  half  joesj 
I  hereby  defire  him  to  take  back  his  trafh. 

And  return  me  my  Hannay’s  infallible  Wash.J 

My  cheflmen  and  tables,  and  other  fuch  chattels 
I  give  to  Cornwallis  renowned  in  battles : 

By  moving  of  thefe  (not  tracing  the  map) 

He  11  explain  to  the  king  how  he  got  in  the  trap* 

To  good  David  Mathews  (among  other  flops) 

I  give  my  whole  cargo  of  Maredant’s  drops^ 

If  they  cannot  do  all,  they  may  cure  him  in  part) 

And  fcatter  the  poifon  that  cankers  his  heart ; 

Provided,  however,  and  neverthelefs, 

*  Before  flefh  and  after  fifh — See  the  Royal Gazettfj 
f  General  James  Robertfon. 

J  Ufed  in  the  venereal  difeafe. 

H  h 
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"T.  hat  what  other  eftate  I  enjoy  and  poflefs 
At  the  time  of  my  death  (if  it  be  not  then  fold) 

Shall  remain  to  the  Tories  to  have  and  to  hold. 

As  I  thus  have  bequeath’d  them  both  carcafe  and  fleece, 
fhe  Hail  they  can  do  is  to  wait  my  deceafe  j 
But  to  give  them  what  fubtfance  I  have,  ere  I  die, , 
And  be  eat  up  with  vermin,  while  living—notl— 

In  Witness  whereof  (though  no  ailment  I  feel) 
Hereunto  I  fet  both  my  hand  and  my  feal  ; 

(As  the  law  fays)  in  prefence  of  witnefles  twain. 

Squire  John  Coghill  Knap,*  and  brother  Hugh  Gains . 

JAMES  R  IVIN  GTON,  (L.  S.J 
New-York,  Feb.  20,  1782. 

*  A  Notary  Public  in  New-York. 


PROPHECY. 

Written  1782.. 


w  HEN  a  certain  great  king,  vvhofe  initial  is  G, 
Shall  force  ftamps  upon  paper,  and  folks  to  drink  tea  j 
When  thefe  folks  burn  his  tea,  and  ftampt  paper,  like 

ltubble, 

•  *.  _ 

You  may  guefs  that  this  king  is  then  coming  to  trouble. 
Eut  when  a  petition  he  treads  under  his  feet. 

And  fends  over  the  ocean  an  army  and  fleet  $ 

When  that  army,  half-ftarved,  and  frantic  with  rage. 
Shall  be  coop’d  up  with  a  leader  whofe  name  rhymes  to 
When  that  leader  goes  home  dejedted  and  fad;  [cage* 
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You  may  then  be  allur’d  the  king’s  profpeds  are  bad  : 
But  when  B  and  C  with  their  armies  are  taken. 

This  king  will  do  well  if  he  faves  his  own  bacon. 

In  the  year  feventeen  hundred  and  eighty  and  two, 

x  * 

A  ftroke  he  fhall  get  that  will  make  him  look  blue  $ 

In  the  years  eighty-three,  eighty-four,  eighty-five. 

You  hardly  fhall  know  that  the  king  is  alive  ; 

In  the  year  eighty-fix  the  affair  will  be  over. 

And  he  fhall  eat  turnips  that  grow  in  Hanover. 

The  face  of  the  lion  fhall  then  become  pale, 

He  fhall  vield  fifteen  teeth,  and  be  fheer’d  of  his  tail. 

* 

O  king,  my  dear  king,  you  fhall  be  very  fore,  "1 

The  Stars  and  the  Lilly  fhall  run  you  on  fit  ore,  N 

And  your  lion  fhall  growl,  but  never  bite  more.  j 

THE 

POLITICAL  BALANCE; 

OR,  THE 

Fates  ofBm  tain  and  America  compared. 

A  TALE. 

Deciding  Fates,  in  Homer’s  ftile,  I  fliew, 

And  bring  contending  Gods  once  more  to  view. 


As  Jove  the  Olympian  (who  both  I  and  you  know, 
Was  brother  to  Neptune,  and  hufband  to  Juno) 

Was  lately  reviewing  his  papers  of  ftate, 

He  happen’d  to  light  on  the  records  of  Fate: 
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In  Alphabet  order  this  volume  was  written- 
Sn  he  open’d  at  B  for  the  article  Britain- 
She  druggies  fo  well,  faid  the  god,  ,  will  fee 
What  the  fillers  in  Pluto’s  dominions  decree. 

And  firlt  on  the  top  of  a  column  he  read 

“  W?  f g  Wit'’  3  mlg%  Mt  ^  in  head, 

“  The°th  d 7  in  hiS  temPer  ^  3nd  'he 

third  of  his  name,  and  by  far  the  word  fool; 


“  His  reign  (hail  be  famous  for  multiplication, 
«  ne  hre  and  the  king  of  a  „bdf  generation  : 
But  fuch  IS  the  will  and  the  purpofe  of  fate, 

“  F°r  each  chiid  he  begets  he  lhall  forfeit  a  Jiate 


t‘  In  the  COU,fe  of  events,  he  A, all  find  to  his  coil 
“  That  he  cannot  regain  what  he  foolilhly  loll  j 

“  °f  the  nations  around  he  lhall  be  the  derifioL, 

“  And  know  hf  experience  the  Rule  of  Divifion.” 


So  Jupiter  read— a  god  of  firll  rank— 

And  Hill  had  read  on— but  he  came  to  a  blank  t 
For  the  Fates  had  negledled  the  rell  to  reveal— 
They  either  forgot  it  or  chofe  to  conceal  : 


When  a  leaf  is  torn  out,  or  a  blot  on  a  page 
That  pleafes  our  fancy,  we  fly  in  a  rage— 

So,  curious  to  know  what  the  Fates  would  fay  next, 
No  wonder  if  Jove,  difappointed,  was  vext. 

But  Hill  as  true  genius  not  frequently  fails, 
he  glanc’d  at  the  Virgin,  and  thought  of  the  Scales; 
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And  laid,  “  To  determine  the  will  of  the  fates, 

*<  One  fcale  ihall  weigh  Britain,  the  other  the  States,'* 


( 


Then  turning  to  Vulcan,  his  maker  of  thunder, 

Said  he,  “  My  dear  Vulcan,  I  pray  you  look  yonder, 
i(  Thofe  creatures  are  tearing  each  other  to  pieces, 

<i  And  inftead  of  abating,  the  carnage  increafes. 

[eater^ 

(<  Now,  as  you  are  a  blackfmith,  and  lufty  ftout  ham- 
“  You  muft  make  me  a  globe  of  a  fhorter  diameter  j 
6i  The  world  in  abridgment,  and  juft  as  it  ftands 
<(  With  all  its  proportions  of  waters  and  lands  ; 


<c  But  its  various  divifions  muft  fo  be  defign’d, 

“  That  I  can  unhinge  it  whene’er  I’ve  a  mind— 
li  How  elfe  fhould  I  know  what  the  portions  will  weigh, 
t(  Or  which  of  the  combatants  carry  the  day  ?” 

Old  Vulcan  comply’d,  (we’ve  no  reafon  to  doubt  it) 

So  he  put  on  his  apron  and  ftrait  went  about  it— 

Made  center,  and  circles  as  round  as  a  pancake, 

And  here  the  Pacific,  and  there  the  Atlantic. 

An  axis  he  hammer’d,  whofe  ends  were  the  poles, 

(On  which  the  whole  body  perpetually  rolls) 

A  brazen  meridian  he  added  to  thele, 

On  which  were  engraven  twice  ninety  degrees  : 


I  am  fure  you  had  laugh’d  to  have  feen  his  droll  attitude. 
When  he  bent  round  the  furface  the  circles  of  latitude. 
The  zones  and  the  tropics,  meridians,  equator, 

And  other  fine  things  that  are  drawn  on  fait  water. 


— 


~  • 
li'  WuTi 
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Away  to  the  fouthward  (inftrudled  by  Pallas) 

He  plac’d  in  the  ocean  the  Terra  Auftralis, 

New  Holland,  New  Guinea,  and  fo  of  the  reft—* 
America  lay  by  herfelf  in  the  weft  ; 


From  the  regions  where  winter  eternally  reigns, 

To  the  climes  of  Peru  he  extended  her  plains  ; 

Dark  groves,  and  the  zones  did  her  bofom  adorn, 

And  the  Crofters ,*  new  burni/h’d,  he  hung  at  cape  Horn, 


The  weight  of  two  oceans  /he  bore  on  her  fides. 
With  all  their  convulfions  of  tempefts  and  tides  j 
Vaft  lakes  on  her  furface  did  fearfully  roll. 

And  the  ice  from  her  rivers  furrounded  the  pole. 


Then  Europe  and  Afia  he  northward  extended, 
Where  under  the  Arftic  with  Zembla  they  ended  j 
The  length  of  thefe  regions  he  took  with  his  garters, 
(Including  Siberia,  the  land  of  the  Tartars). 


In  the  African  clime  (where  the  cocoa  nut  tree  grows) 
He  laid  down  the  defarts,  and  even  the  Negroes, 

The  /hares  by  the  waves  of  four  oceans  embrac’d. 

And  elephants  ftrolling  about  in  the  wafte. 


In  forming  Eaft  India,  he  had  a  wide  fcope, 
Beginning  his  work  at  the  cape  of  Good  Hope  5 
a  nen  eaftward  of  that  he  continued  his  plan, 
Till  he  came  to  the  empire  and  ifles  of  Japan. 


*  Stars,  in  the  form  of  a  crofs,  which  mark  the  South  Pole  in 
Southern  latitudes. 


Adjacent  to  Europe  he  ftruck  up  an  ifland, 

(One  part  of  it  low,  but  the  other  was  high  land) 

With  many  a  comical  creature  upon  it, 

And  one  wore  a  hat,  and  another  a  bonnet* 

Like  emmitsor  ants  in  a  fine  fummer’s  day. 

They  ever  were  marching  in  battle  array, 

Or  fkipping  about  on  the  face  of  the  brine. 

Like  witches  in  egg-fliells  (their  fliips  of  the  line)* 

Thefe  poor  little  creatures  were  all  in  a  flame, 

To  the  lands  of  America  urging  their  claim, 

Still  biting,  or  flinging,  or  fpreading  their  fails ; 

(For  Vulcan  had  form’d  them  with  flings  in  their  tails)* 

So  poor  and  fo  lean,  you  might  count  all  their  ribs,* 
Yet  were  fo  enraptur’d  with  crackers  and  fquibs. 

That  Vulcan  with  laughter  almoft  fplit  alunder, 

«  Eecaufe  they  imagin’d  their  crackers  were  thunder.’’ 

Due  weflward  from  thefe,  with  a  channel  between, 

A  fervant  to  flaves  Hibernia  was  feen, 

Once  crowded  with  monarchs,  and  high  in  renown, 
But  all  fhe  retain’d  was  the  Harp  and  the  Crown  t 

Her  genius,  a  female,  reclin’d  in  the  fliade. 

And,  merely  for  mufic,  fo  mournfully  play’d, 

That  Jove  was  uneafy  to  hear  her.  complain, 

And  order’d  his  blackfmith  to  loofen  her  chain  j 

Then  tip t  her  a  wink,  faying,  c<  Now  is  your  time, 

*  Their  national  debt  being  above  £.230, 000)00Q  fterling* 
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(To  rebel  js  the  fin,  to  revolt  is  no  crime) 

When  your  fetters  are  off,  if  you  wi„  not  be  free 

Be  a  flave  if  you  will,  but  complain  not  to  me.’* 


aa.iuijjg  jier  umid, 

<c 


j  -  xagc— • 

„  Th0’thed— -e  flung  open,  the  flays  in  the  cage  ! 
Subfervient  to  Britain  then  let  her  remain, 

“  And  Her  freed°m  fta11  but  the  length  of  her  chain. ’ 


M  length,  to  difcourage  all  ftupid  pretenfions, 

Jove  look’d  at  the  globe,  and  approv’d  its  dimenfions, 
And  cry  d  m  a  tranfPort_«  Why  !  whathave  we  here  ! 
nend  Vulcan,  it  is  a  moll,  beautiful  fphere  ! 


“  Now  while  1  tufy  in  taking  apart 

,  Th'S  gl°be  that  is  form’d  with  fuch  exquifite  art, 

H;rmer>  t0  Libra>  °ne  of  her  gallants) 

And  a  Ik,  in  my  name,  for  the  loan  of  her  Balance.” 


Away  polled  Hermes  as  fwift  as  the  gales 
And  as  fwiftly  return’d  with  the  ponderous  Scales, 
And  hung  them  aloft  to  a  beam  in  the  air. 

So  equally  pois’d  they  had  turn’d  [with  a  hair. 


Now  Jove  to  Columbia  his  Ihoulders  appiv’d  ’ 
ut  aiming  to  lift  her,  his  ftrength  lhe  defy’d-1 
1  hen  turning  about  to  their  godihips,  he  fays_ 
“  A  BODY  so  VAST  is  not  eafy  to  raife  ; 


ft 

ce 

At 


But  if  you  affift  me,  I  mil  have  a  notion 
,/er.eS  UnkeJ  Can  put  her  motion, 

n  wing  her  aloft,  (tho’  alone  I  might  fail) 
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c£  And  place  her,  in  fpite  of  her  bulk,  in  our  fcale  ; 


“  If  years  together  the  Congrefs  have  drove. 

And  more  than  *  divided  the  empire  with  Jove  j-J’ 
u  W  ith  a  Jove  like  myfelf,  who  am  ten  times  as  great. 
You  can  join,  like  their  foldiers,  to  heave  up  this 


[weight.” 

So  to  it  they  went,  with  handfpikes  and  levers, 

And  upward  die  fprung,  with  her  mountains  and  rivers  l 


Blocks,  cities,  and  iflands,  deep  waters  and  (hallows, 
Ships,  armies,  and  foreds,  high  heads  and  fine  fellows  j 


Cl 

Cl 

cc 

<1 


Stick  to  it1”  cries  Jove — Cf  now  heave  one  and  all! 
At  lead  we  are  lifting  “  eighth  of  the  ball!" 

L  backward  (lie  tumbles— then  trouble  begins, 

And  then  nave  a  care,  my  dear  boys,  of  your  (bins !” 


When  gods  are  determin’d  what  project  can  fail  ? 

So  they  gave  a  fiefli  (hove  and  (he  mounted  the  fcale; 

Sufpended  aloft,  Jove  view’d  her  with  awe _ 

And  the  gods, t  for  their  pay,  had  a  hearty— huzza ! 

But  Neptune§  bawl’d  out-«  Why  Jove  you’re  a  noddy, 
“  Is  Britain  fufficient  to  poife  that  vad  body  ? 

’Tis  nonfenfe  fuch  cadles  to  build  in  the  air— 

As  well  might  an  oyder  with  Britain  compare.” 

“  Away  to  your  waters,  you  bludering  bully,” 

*  “  Divifum  imperium  cum  Jove  Caefar  liabet.” 

+  George  III.  ' 

J  American  foldiers. 

\  Minority  in  Parliament. 
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d  Jove,  oi  1  11  make  you  repent  of  your  folly. 

Is  Jupiter,  fir,  to  be  tutor’d  by  you  ?— 

Get  out  of  my  fight,  for  I  know  what  I  do 

Then  fearching  about  with  his  fingers  for  Britain, 
Thought  he,  “  This  fame  ifiand  I  cannot  well  hit  on; 
“  The  devil  take  him  who  firft  call’d  her  the  Great  : 
(i  If  file  was — /he  is  vaftly  diminilh’d  of  late!” 

Like  a  man  that  is  fearching  his  thigh  for  a  flea, 

He  peep  d  and  he  fumbled,  but  nothing  could  fee  ; 

At  lafi  he  exclaim’d — u  I  am  furely  upon  it— 

I  think  I  have  hold  of  a  highlander’s  bonnet.” 

But  finding  his  error  he  faid  with  a  figh, 
fC  This  bonnet  is  only  the  ifiand  of  Skie  !*’* 

So  away  to  his  namejake  the  planet  he  goes. 

And  borrow’d  two  moons  to  hang  on  his  nofe. 

Tbio  thele,  as  thro’  glaffes,  he  faw  her  quite  clear. 

And  in  raptures  cry’d  out—' “  I  have  found  her— file’s 
f{  If  this  be  not  Britain,  then  call  me  an  afs,  fhere  ! 

6  She  looks  like  a  gem  in  an  ocean  of  glafs. 

“  But,  faith,  (he’s  fo  fmall  I  mufl  mind  how  I  fhake  her  - 
‘  In  a  I’ll  inclofe  her,  for  fear  I  fhould  break  her  : 

1  hough  a  god,  I  might  fuffer  for  being  aggreffor, 

£C  Since  fcorpions  and  vipers  and  hornets  poffefs  her  ; 

The  cliffs  of  Albion  are  full  in  my  view— 

u  And  the  hills  of  Plinlimmon  I  think  I  could  /hew—* 

*  An  Ifiand  on  the  north-weft  of  Scotland. 
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*c  But,  Vulcan,  inform  me  what  creatures  are  thefe. 
That  fmell  fo  of  onions  and  garlick  and  cheefe  ?” 

Old  Vulcan  rcply'd— Odds  fpluttera  nails  ! 

44  Why,  thefe  are  the  Wellh,  and  the  country  is  Wales  ! 
44  When  Taffy  is  vext,  no  devil  is  ruder— 

44  Take  care  how  you  handle  the  offspring  of  Tudor  ! 

44  On  the  crags  of  the  mountains  hur  living  hur  feeks, 

4<  Hur  country  is  planted  with  garlick  and  leeks  $ 

44  So  great  is  hur  choler,  beware  how  you  teize  hur, 

44  For  thefe  are  the  Britons- — unconquer’d — by  Cefar.” 

Jove  peep’d  thro’  his  moons,  and  examin’d  their  features. 
And  faid,  44  By  my  truth,  they  are  wonderful  creatures, 
((  The  beards  are  fo  long  that  encircle  their  throats, 
i(  That  (unlefs  they  are  Welchmen)  I  fwear  they  are 

[goats  : 

Ci  But  now,  my  dear  Juno,  pray  give  me  my  mittens, 
f<  (The  infers  I  am  going  to  handle  are  Britons) 

“  I’ll  draw  up  their  ilie  with  a  finger  and  thumb, 

“  As  the  doctor  extra&s  an  old  tooth  from  your  gum.” 

Then  he  rais’d  her  aloft — but,  to  Shorten  our  tale. 

She  look’d  like  a  clod  in  the  oppofite  fcale— 

Britannia  fo  fmall,  and  Columbia  fo  large— 

A  fhip  ot  firft  rate,  and  a  ferryman’s  barge  ! 

* 

Cry’d  Pallas  to  Vulcan,  44  Why,  Jove’s  in  a  dream—* 
c(  Obferve  how  he  watches  the  turn  of  the  beam  ! 

(i  Was  ever  a  mountain  outweigh’d  by  a  grain  ? 

“  Or  what  is  a  drop  when  compar’d  to  the  main  ?” 
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But  Momu  edg’d  <(  In  my  humble  opinion, 

“  You  fhould  add  to  Great  Britain  her  foreign  dominion, 
When  this  is  appended,  perhaps  fhe  will  rife, 

“  And  e(lual  her  rival  in  weight  and  in  fize.”  ’ 

“  Alas  !”  faid  the  monarch,  “  your  projed  is  vain. 
But  little  is  left  of  her  foreign  domain  $ 

“  Andj  fcatter’d  about  in  the  liquid  expanfe, 

“  That  little  is  left  to  the  mercy  of  France  $ 

However,  we’ll  lift  them,  and  give  her  fair  play” _ , 

And  foon  in  the  fcale  with  their  miftrefs  they  lay  j 
But  the  gods  were  confounded  and  fir uck  with  furprife, 
And  Vulcan  could  hardly  believe  his  own  eyes  1 

Tor  (fuch  was  the  purpofe  and  guidance  of  fate) 

Her  foreign  dominions  diminifh’d  her  weight— 

By  which  it  appear’d,  to  Britain’s  difafter. 

Her  foreign  poffelfions  were  changing  their  m after. 

Then  as  he  replac’d  them,  faid  Jove  with  a  fmile— 

(e  Columbia  ilrall  never  be  rul’d  by  an  ife _ 

“  But  vapours  and  darknefs  around  her  /hall  rife. 

And  tempefts  conceal  her  a-while  from  our  eyes  5 

“  So  locufts  in  Egypt  their  fquadrons  dJfplay, 

And  rifing  disfigure  the  face  of  the  day  j 
“  So  the  moon  at  her  full  has  a  frequent  eclipfe. 

And  the  fun  in  the  ocean  diurnally  dips. 

“  Then  ceafeyour  endeavours,  ye  vermin  of  Britain— 
a  (And  here  in  derifion  their  i/Iand  he  fpit  on) 
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’TJs  madnefs  to  feek  what  you  never  can  find, 

((  Or  think  of  uniting  what  nature  disjoin’d  ; 


But  ftill  you  may  flutter  a-while  with  your  wings 
€{  And  fpit  out  your  venom,  and  brandifh  your  flings, 
<<  Your  hearts  are  as  black,  and  as  bitter  as  gall, 

(e  A  curfe  to  yourfelves,  and  a  blot  on  the  Ball.” 


Sir  HARRY’S  C  A  LL. 
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C  OME  gentlemen  Tories,  firm,  loyal  and  true, 
Here  are  axes  and  fhovels,  and  fomething  to  do  ! 

For  the  fake  of  our  king, 

Come,  labour  and  fing  j 
\  ou  left  all  you  had  for  his  honour  and  glory. 

And  he  will  remember  the  buffering  Tory  : 

We  have,  it  is  true. 

Some  fmall  work  to  do  $ 

But  here’s  for  your  pay 
Twelve  coppers  a-day, 

And  never  regard  what  the  rebels  may  fay, 

But  throw  off' your  jerkins  and  labour  away. 

To  raife  up  the  rampart,  and  pile  up  the  wall. 

To  pull  down  old  houfes  and  dig  the  canal, 

To  build  and  deflroy— 

Be  this  your  employ, 

In  the  day  time  to  work  at  our  fortifications, 

And  fleal  in  the  night  from  the  rebels  your  rations  » 
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The  king  wants  your  aid 
Not  empty  parade  j 
Advance  to  your  places 
Ye  men  of  long  faces , 

i\or  ponder  too  much  on  your  former  difgraces, 
i  his  year,  I  prefume,  will  quite  alter  your  cafes. 

Attend,  at  the  call  of  the  fifer  and  drummer, 
i  he  French  and  the  rebels  are  coming  next  fummer. 
And  forts  we  muft  build 
Though  Tories  are  kill’d — * 

Then  courage,  myjockies,  and  work  for  your  king. 
For  if  you  are  taken  no  doubt  you  will  fwing— 

If  York  we  can  hold 
I’ll  have  you  enroll’d  j 
And  after  you’re  dead 
Your  names  /hall  be  read 

As  who  for  their  monarch  both  labour’d  and  bled. 
And  ventur  d  their  necks  for  their  beef  and  their  bread* 

9Tis  an  honour  to  ferve  the  brave#  of  nations. 

And  be  left  to  be  bang’d  in  their  capitulations—” 

Then  fcour  up  your  mortars 
And  Hand  to  your  quarters, 

’Tis  nonfenfe  for  Tories  in  battle  to  run. 

They  never  need  fear  fword,  halberd,  or  gun  , 

Their  hearts  Ihould  not  fail  ’em. 

No  bails  will  afiail  ’em. 

Forget  your  difgraces 
And  Jhorten  your  faces  y 
For  tis  true  as  the  gofpel,  believe  it  or  not. 

Who  are  born  to  be  hang’d  will  never  be  /hot. 
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At  Hyde-Park  Corner. 


Burgoyne . 

T  j  ET  thofe  who  will,  be  proud  and  fneer, 
And  call  you  an  unwelcome  peer, 

But  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  here  : 

The  prince  that  fills  the  Britifh  throne, 

Unlefs  fuccefsful,  honours  none  j 
Poor  Jack  Burgoyne  !— you’re  not  alone. 

Cornwallis . 

Thy  fhips,  De  GrafTe,  have  caus’d  my  grief—* 
To  rebel  fbores  and  their  relief 
There  never  came  a  happier  chief  : 

In  fame’s  black  page  it  fhall  be  read, 

By  Gallic  arms  my  foldiers  bled — — 

1 

The  rebels  thine  in  triumph  led. 

Burgoyne . 

Our  fortunes  various  forms  affume, 

Had  I  been  bled  with  elbow-room , 

I  might  have  found  a  different  doom  5 

i 

But  you,  that  conquer’d  far  and  wide. 

In  little  Yo  k.  thought  fit  to  hide. 

The  JubjeEl  ocean  at  your  fide. 

Cornwallis . 

And  yet  no  force  had  gain’d  the  pofl— 
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Not  Washington,  his  country’s  boaft. 
Nor  Rochambeau  with  all  his  hoft. 


Nor  all  the  Gallic  fleet’s  parade—  - 
Had  Clinton  ftruggled  in  my  aid. 

And  Sammy  Graves  been  not  afraid, 

Burgcyne. 

For  head  knock’d  off,  or  broken  bones. 

Or  mangled  corpfe,  no  price  atones  5 
Nor  all  that  prattling  rumour  fa  vs. 

Nor  all  the  piles  that  art  can  raife. 

The  poet’s  or  the  parfon’s  praife. 

Cornwallis . 

Though  I  am  brave,  as  well  as  you, 
luet  kill  I  think  your  notion  true  : 

Dear  brother  jack,  our  toils  are  o’er— 
With  foreign  conquers  plagu’d  no  more. 
We’ll  hay  and  watch  our  native  fhore. 


ON  THE  LATE 

Royal  Sloop  of  War,  Gen.  Monk, 

[Formerly  the  Washington] 

Mounting  Six  quarter  deck  Wooden  Guns. 

April  24,  i782„ 


HEN  the Waffington  (hip  by  the  Engiilh  was  beat. 
They  fent  her  to  England  to  fliew  their  great  feat. 

And  Sandwich  ftraightway,  as  a  proof  of  his  fpunk, 
Da/h  d  out  her  old  name,  and  call’d  her  the  Monk. 
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i{  This  Monk  hated  rebels,  faid  Sandy — ’od  rot  them— 
“  So  heave  her  down  quickly,  and  copper  her  bottom  j 
“  With  the  floops  of  our  navy  we’ll  have  her  enroll’d, 
“  And  mann’d  with  pick’d  Tailors  to  make  her  feel  bold. 

“  To  fhow  that  our  king  is  both  valiant  and  good, 

C(  Some  guns  fhall  be  iron,  and  others  be  wood, 

“  And  in  truth  (tho*  I  wifh  not  the  fecret  to  fprcad) 

C(  Her  guns  fhould  be  wooden,  as  well  as  His  head.’4 

TRUTH  ANTICIPATED. 

Written  April,  178a. 

What  weighty  events  have  of  late  come  to  pafs. 
No  lefs  than  the  capture  of  Monfieur  de  Graffe  ! 

His  majefty’s  Printer  has  told  it  for  true, 

As  we  had  it  from  him,  fo  we  give  it  to  you» 

Many  folks  of  difcernment  the  flory  believ’d. 

And  the  devil  himfelf  it  at  firffc  had  deceiv’d. 

Had  it  not  been  that  Satan  imported  the  fluff, 

And  fign’d  it  George  Rodney ,  for  that  was  enough. 

Said  Satan  to  Jemmy,  “  Let’s  give  them  the  ‘ivhappers — 
*£  Some  news  I  have  got  that  will  bring  in  the  coppers, 
“  And  truth  it  fhall  be,  though  I  pafs  it  for  lies, 

And  making  a  page  of  your  Newfpapes  lize, 

K  k 
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*'  A  Wlde  Beld  is  °Pen  to  favour  my  plan, 

“  And  the  rebels  may  prove  that  I  lie— if  they  can  ; 

“  Sincethey  Jefted  and  laugh’d  at  our  lying  before/ 
Let  it  pais  for  a  lie,  to  torment  them  the  more _ 

“  My  wings  are  yet  wet  with  the  Weft  India  dew. 

And  Rodney  I  left,  to  come  hither  to  you, 

“  I  left  him  bedevil’d  with  brimftone  aiid  fmoke, 

“  The  Frencb  in  diftre^  and  their  armament  broke. 

“  For  news  fo  delightful,  with  heart  and  with  voice 

“  The  Tories  of  every  degree  fhall  rejoice  ; 

With  charcoal  and  fulphur  fhall  utter  their  joy 
“  >Tj11  they  a11  Set  as  black  as  they  paint  the  old  Bey.” 

Thus,  pleas’d  with  the  motion,  each  cutting  a  caper, 
Down  they  fat  at  the  table,  with  pen,  ink,  and  paper  j 
In  lefs  than  five  minutes  the  matter  was  Hated, 

And  Jemmy  turn’d  feribe,  while  Satan  dictated. 

“  BeSln  (*aid  the  devil)  in  the  form  of  a  Letter, 

(It  you  call  jt  true  copy,  ’t is  fu  much  the  better) 

Make  Rodney  aflert  that  he  met  the  French  fleet, 

“  Engag  d  ’em,  and  gave  ’em  a  total  defeat. 

But  the  better  to  vamp  up  a  Ihow  of  reality, 

“  The  tale  mull  be  told  with  circumflantiality, 

“  What  veflels  were  conquer’d  by  Britain’s  bold  fons, 

“  Their  quotas  of  men,  and  their  number  of  guns. 

There  s  the  VilhdeParh — one  hundred  and  ten _ 

“  Wnte  dowri> that  G  eo. Rodney  has  kill’d  half  her  men. 
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*l  That  her  hull  and  her  rigging  are  Matter’d  and  fhaken, 
“  Her  flag  humbled  down,  and  her  admiral  taken, 

“  Le  Cefar ,  ’tis  true,  is  a  feventy-four, 
i(  But  Le  Ville  de  Paris  was  thirty-fix  more  ; 
u  With  a  grey  goofe’s  quill  if  that  fhip  we  did  feize  on, 
“  Le  Cefar  mull  fall,  or  I’ll  know  what’s  the  reafon. 

<(  The  next  that  I  fix  onto  take  is  Le  HeEior , 
i(  (Her  name  may  be  Trojan,  but  fhall  not  protect  her) 
<(  Don’t  faulter,  dear  comrade,  and  look  like  a  goofe, 
<(  If  we’ve  taken  thefe  three,  we  can  take  Glorieufe.  - 

(l  The  laft  mentioned  fhip  runs  their  lofs  up  to  four, 
iC  Le  Diadem  funk,  fhall  make  it  one  more  $ 

“  And  now,  for  the  fake  of  round  numbers,  dear  coufin, 
“  Write  Ardent ,  and  then  we  have  juft  half-a-do2en  !” 

Jemmy  fmil’d  at  the  notion,  and  whifper’d,  “  O  fy  ! 

Indeed  ’t is  a  fhame  to  perfuade  one  to  lie”— 

But  Satan  replied — <e  Confider,  my  fon, 

((  I  am  prince  of  the  winds,  and  have  feen  what  is  done  : 

<f  With  a  conqueft,  like  this,  how  bright  we  fhall  fhine! 

That  Rodney  has  taken  Jix  /hips  of  the  Line 
“  Will  be  in  your  paper  a  brilliant  affair  ; 

<c  How  the  tories  will  laugh,  and  the  rebels  will  fwear  ! 

<(  But  farther,  dear  Jemmy,  make  Rodney  to  fay, 

“  the  fun  two  lours  longer  had  held  out  the  day , 

“  The  rejl  were  fo  beaten ,  fi  baijled ,  fo  tore , 

He  had  taken  them  all,  and  he  knew  not  but  more,’* 
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So  the  partners  broke  up  as  good  friends  as  they  met, 
And  foon  it  was  all  in  the  Royal  Gazette  j 
The  Tories  rejoic’d  at  the  very  good  news, 

And  faid,  There's  no  fear  ive pall  die  in  our  foes. 

Now  let  us  give  credit  to  Jemmy,  forfooth. 

Since  once  in  a  way  he  has  hit  on  the  truth. 

If  again  he  returns  to  his  pradice  of  lies. 

He  hardly  refleds  where  he’ll  go  when  he  dies. 

But  ftill,  when  he  dies,  let  it  never  be  faid 

That  he  reflrs  in  his  grave  with  no  verfe  at  his  head  % 

But  furni/h,  ye  poets,  fome  Ihort  epitaph, 

And  fomething  like  this,  that  the  reader  may  laugh: 

Here  lies  a  King’s  Printer,  we  needn’t  fay  who: 
There  is  reafon  to  think  that  he  tells  what  is  true  j 
But  if  he  lies  here,  ’tis  not  over-ftrange. 

His  prefent  pofition  is  but  a  fmall  change. 

So,  reader,  pafs  on— *’tis  a  folly  to  figh, 

For  all  his  life  Jong  he  did  little  but  lie . 


THE 
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O  ME,  all  ye  lads  that  know  no  fear, 
To  wealth  and  honour  we  will  fteer 
In  the  Hyder  Ally  privateer,  * 
Commanded  by  bold  Barneya 
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She’s  new  and  true,  and  tight  and  found. 
Well  rigg’d  aloft,  and  all  well  found — 
Come  and  be  with  laurel  crown’d, 

Away — and  leave  your  lafles. 

Accept  our  terms  without  delay. 

And  make  your  fortunes  while  you  may? 
Such  offers  are  not  every  day 

In  the  power  of  the  jolly  fail  or. 

Succefs  and  fame  attend  the  brave, 

But  death  the  coward  and  the  (lave, 

Who  fears  to  plough  the  Atlantic  wave. 
To  feek  out  bold  invaders. 

Come,  then,  and  take  a  cruifing  bout, 
Our  fhip  fails  well,  there  is  no  doubt. 

She  has  been  try’d  both  in  and  out. 

And  anfwers  expectation. 

Let  no  proud  foes  that  Britain  bore 
Diftrefs  our  trade,  infult  our  fhore—^ 
Teach  them  to  know  their  reign  is  o’er. 
Bold  P  hiladelphia  failors  ! 

We’ll  teach  them  how  to  fail  fo  near, 

Or  to  venture  on  the  Delaware, 

When  we  in  warlike  trim  appear. 

And  cruife  without  Henlopen. 

Who  cannot  wounds  and  battles  dare 
Shall  never  clafp  the  blooming  fair  5 
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The  brave  alone  their  charms  fhall  fliare, 

The  brave  are  their  prote&ors. 

With  hand  and  heart  united  all. 

Prepar’d  to  conquer  or  to  fall, 

Attend,  my  lads,  to  honour’s  calk 
Embark  in  our  Hyder  Ally. 

From  an  eaflern  prince  fhe  takes  her  name. 

Who,  fmit  with  freedom’s  facred  flame, 
Ufurping  Britons  brought  to  fhame, 

His  country’s  wrongs  avenging  $ 

See,  on  her  ftern  the  waving  flars— 

Inur’d  to  blood,  inur’d  to  wars, 

Come,  enter  quick,  my  jolly  tars, 

To  fcourge  thefe  haughty  Britons* 

Here’s  grog  enough— then  drink  about, 

I  know  your  hearts  are  firm  and  flout  ; 

American  blood  will  ne’er  give  out. 

And  often  we  have  prov’d  it. 

Though  fiormy  oceans  round  us  roll, 

We’ll  keep  a  firm  undaunted  foul, 

Befriended  by  the  cheering  bowl. 

Sworn  foes  to  melancholy  : 

While  timorous  landfmen  lurk  on  fhore, 

"  Pis  ours  to  go  where  cannons  roar — 

On  a  coafting  cruife  wTe’ll  go  once  more, 

Defpifers  of  all  danger  ; 


A  SONG. 
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And  Fortune  ftill  that  crowns  the  brave' 

Shall  guard  us  o’er  the  gloomy  wave— 

A  fearful  heart  betrays  a  knave  ; 

Succefs  to  the  Hyder  Ally. 

SONG, 

O  N 

Captain  Barney’s  victory  over  the  fhip  General  Monk* 

April  26,  1782. 


O  ’  E  R  the  wafte  of  waters  cruiflng, 

Long  the  General  Monk  had  reign’d  5 
Allfubduing,  all  reducing, 

None  her  lawlefs  rage  reftrain’d  : 

Many  a  brave  and  hearty  fellow 
Yielding  to  this  warlike  foe, 

When  her  guns  began  to  bellow 

Struck  his  humbled  colours  low. 

But  grown  bold  with  long  fuccefles. 

Leaving  the  wide  wat’ry  way, 

She,  a  ftranger  to  diftrefles, 

Came  to  cruife  within  Cape  May  : 
c(  Now  we  foon  (faid  captain  Rogers) 

“  Shall  their  men  of  commerce  meet  j 
In  our  hold  we’ll  have  them  lodgers, 
cc  We  {hall  capture  half  their  fleet. 

Lo  !  I  fee  their  van  appearing— 

“  Back  our  topfails  to  the  mail— 
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They  toward  us  full  are  fleering 
“  With  a  gentle  weflern  blafl  : 

I  ve  a  lift  of  all  their  cargoes, 

“  All  their  guns,  and  all  their  men  : 
<c  I  am  fure  thefe  modern  Argo’s 
“  Can’t  efcape  us  one  in  ten  : 

ce  Yonder  comes  the  Charming  Sally 

“  Sailing  with  the  General  Greene— 
Firft  we’ll  fight  the  Hydir  Ally, 

<c  Taking  her  is  taking  them  : 
ei  She  intends  to  give  us  battle, 

Bearing  down  with  all  her  fail— 

Ci  Now,  boys,  let  our  cannon  rattle  ! 

“  To  take  her  we  cannot  fail. 


€i  °ur  eighteen  guns,  each  a  ninepounder? 

c<  Soon  fhall  terrify  this  foe  j 
“  We  fhall  maul  her,  we  fhall  wound  .her, 
“  Bringing  rebel  colours  low.” — 
While  he  thus  anticipated 

Conquefls  that  he  could  not  gain. 

He  in  the  Cape  May  channel  waited 
For  the  fhip  that  caus’d  his  pain.' 

Captain  Barney  then  preparing, 

1  hus  addrels’d  his  gallant  crew— » 
fe  How,  brave  lads,  be  bold  and  daring* 

<c  Let  your  hearts  be  firm  and  true  y 
tc  7  his  is  a  proud  Englifh  cruifer, 

“  Roving  up  and  down  the  main. 
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^  We  mu(i  fight  her — muft  reduce  her, 

“  Tho’  our  decks  be  ftrew’d  with  fiaiif. 

{i  Let  who  will  be  the  furviver, 

“  We  muft  conquer  or  muft  die, 

We  muft  take  her  up  the  river, 

<c  Whate’er  comes  of  you  or  I  : 

Sf  Tho’  fiie  fiiows  moft  formidable 

With  her  eighteen  pointed  nines,' 

€C  And  her  quarters  dad  in  fable, 

l(  Let  us  baulk  her  proud  defigns. 

With  four  nine  pounders,  and  twelve  fixe* 
We  will  face  that  daring  band  j 
*  Let  no  dangers  damp  your  courage. 

Nothing  can  the  brave  withftand# 

"  Fighting  for  your  country’s  honour, 

“  Now  to  gallant  deeds  afpire  ; 
Helmfman,  bear  us  down  upon  her, 

“  Gunner,  give  the  word  to  fire  !’s 

Then  yard  arm  and  yard  arm  meeting. 

Strait  began  the  difmal  fray, 

Cannon  mouths,  each  other  greeting, 

Belch  d  their  fmoky  flames  away  : 

Soon  the  langrage,  grape  and  chain  fliot. 

That  from  Barney’s  cannons  flew, 

Swept  the  Monk,  and  clear’d  each  round  topy 
Kill’d  and  wounded  half  her  crew. 

Captajii  Rogers  drove  to  rally 

His  men,  from  their  quarters  fled, 

L  1 
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While  the  roaring  Hyder  Ally 

Cover’d  o'er  his  decks  with  dead. 

When  from  their  tops  their  dead  men  tumbled* 
And  the  ftreams  of  blood  did  flow. 

Then  their  proudeft  hopes  were  humbled 
<  By  their  brave  inferior  foe. 

i 

AH  agbaft,  and  all  confounded, 

They  beheld  their  champions  fall*, 

And  their  captain,  forely  wounded, 

Bade  them  quick  for  quarters  call. 

Then  the  Monk's  proud  flag  defeended, 

And  her  cannon  ceas’d  to  roar  5 
By  her  crew  no  more  defended, 

She  confefs’d  the  conteft  o’er. 

f  ^ 

Come*-  brave  boys,  and  fill  your  glafles, 

You  have  humbled  one  proud  foe. 

No  brave  a&ion  this  furpafies, 

Fame  {hall  tell  the  nations  fo— 

Thus  be  Britain’s  woes  completed. 

Thus  abridg’d  her  cruel  reign, 

’Till  {he  ever,  thus  defeated, 

Y  ields  the  feeptre  of  the  main. 


»75 


O  N 

Sir  Henry  Clinton’s  Recall, 


TT  H  E  dog  that  is  heat  has  a  right  to  complain — 

Sir  Harry  returns  a  difconfolate  Twain 

To  the  face  of  his  matter,  the  devil’s  anointed. 

To  the  country  provided  for  thieves  difappointed. 

Our  freedom,  he  thought,  to  a  tyrant  mutt  fall, 

He  concluded  the  weakeft  mutt  go  to  the  wall  5 
The  more  he  was  flatter’d  the  bolder  he  grew— 

He  quitted  the  old  world  to  conquer  the  new. 

But  in  fpite  of  the  deeds  he  has  done  in  his  garrifon, 
(And  they  have  been  curious  beyond  ah  comparifon) 

He  now  mutt  go  home,  at  the  call  of  his  king, 

To  anfwer  the  charges  that  Arnold  may  bring. 

But  what  are  tbe  ads  that  this  chief  has  atchiev’d  ?— 
If  good,  it  is  hard  he  fliould  now  be  aggriev’d. 

And  the  more,  as  he  fought  for  his  national  glory, 

Nor  valued  a  farthing  the  right  of  theftory. 

This  famous  great  man,  and  two  birds*  of  his  feather. 

In  the  Cerberus  frigate  came  over  together  j 

But  of  all  the  bold  chiefs  that  re-meafure  the  trip, 

Not  two  have  been  known  to  return  in  one  fhip. 

Like  children  that  wrettle  and  fcuffle  in  fport. 

They  are  very  well  pleas’d  as  long  as  unhurt, 

*  Generals  Howe  and  Burgoync. 
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'Put  a  thump  on  the  nofe,i:  or  a  blow  in  the  eye, 
Ends  the  fray— and  they  go  to  their  daddy  and  cry. 

Sir  Clinton,  thy  deeds  have  been  mighty  and  many. 
You  faid  all  our  paper  was  not  worth  a  penny, 

(’Tis  nothing  but  rags  *,  quoth  hone  if  Will.  Tryon, 
Are  rags,  to  difcourage  t h^Spns.  of  the  Lion  ? ) 

But  Clinton  thought  thus— «  It  is  folly  to  fight, 

((  W  hen  things  may  by  eafier.  methods  come  rights 
“  There  is,  fuch  an  art  as  co.u  nter/ei  Nation— 

“  And  .riLdo, my  utmoft.  to  honour nur, nation  5 


<t  1  11  lh“w  thls  damn'd  country  that  I  can  enflave  he*> 
that  Vy  tthe  hejpr of  a  ikilful  engraver, 

“  And  then  let  tV^  rebels  take.care  of  their  bacon, 

“  We’ll  play  them  a  trick,  or  l’m3ya%  mifekcn.” 


But  the  projeft  lucceeded  not  quite  to  your  liking, 

So  you.  paid  off  your  drift  and  gave  .up  ^  ll  striking  j 
But  tis  an  afiair  I  am  glad  you  are  quit  on, 

^  ou  had  furely  been  hang’d  .had  you  try’d  it. in  Britain. 

At  the  taking  of  Charlefton  you  cut  a  great  figure, 

The  terms  you  propounded  were. .terms  full  of  rigour. 
Yet  could  not  forefee  poor  CnARLv’sf  difgrace, 

Nor  how  foon  your  own  colours  would  go  the  case. 


When  the  town  had  furrender’d,  the  more  to  difgrace  ye^ 
(Like  another  true  Briton  that  did  it  at  ’Statia) 

*  See  his  Letter  to  Gen.  Parfons. 

1  Cornwallis. 
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You  broke  all  the  terms  yourfelf  had  extended, 

Becaufe  you  fuppos’d  the  rebellion  was  ended  5 

Whoever  the  tones  mark’d  out  as  a  whig. 

If  gentle,  or  fimple,  or  little,  or  big, 

No  matter  to  you— to  kill  ’em  and  fpite  ’em. 

You  foon  had  ’em  up  where  the  dogs  could  n’t  bite  ’em* 

Then  thinking  thefe  rebels  were  fnug  and  fecure. 

You  left  them  to  Rawdon  and  Nelbit  Balfour  : 

(The  face  of  the  latter  no  malk  need  he  draw’d  on. 

And  to  fiih  for  the  Devil  my  bait  fhould  be  Rawdon,) 

Returning  to  York  with  your  fhips  and  your  plunder. 
And  boafting  that  rebels  muft  Ihortly  knock  under. 
The  firft:  thing  that  ftruck  you  as  foon  as  you  landed 
Was  the  fortrefs  at  Weft  Point,  where  Arnold  command-* 

[ed. 

Thought  you,  “  If  friend  Arnold  this  fort  will  deliver. 
We  then  (hall  be  mafters  of  all  Hudfon’s  river, 

<c  The  eaji  and  th e  foutb  lofing  communication, 

“  The  Yankies  will  die  by  the  adt  of  Jlarvation .” 

So  off  you  fent  Andre,  (not  guided  by  Pallas) 

Who  foon  purchas’d  Arnold,  and  with  him  the  gallows  $ 
Your  lofs  I  conceive  than  your  gain  was  far  greater. 

You  loft:  a  good  fellow  and  got  a  damn’d  traitor. 

Now  Carleton  comes  over  to  give  you  relief, 

A  knight  like  yourfelf,  and  commander  in  chief. ’, 

But  the  chief  he  will  get,  you  may  tell  the  dear  honey , 
Will  be  a  black  eye,  hard  knocks,  and  no  money. 

V 
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Now  with— «  Britons,  ftrike  home  !”  your  forrows  dif- 
Away  to  your  mafter,  and  honeftly  tell  [pe^ 

That  his  arms  and  his  artifts  can  nothing  avail. 

His  men  are  too  few,  and  his  tricks  are  too  ftale  • 

Advife  him  at  length  to  be  juft  and  hncere  j 
Ot  which  not  a  fymptom  as  yet  doth  appear. 

As  we  plainly  perceive  from  his  fending  Sir  Guy, 
Comraiflion’d  to  fteal,  and  commiffion’d  to  lie. 

Sir  GUY  CARLETON’s 

ADDRESS  to  the  AMERICANS, 


f  R  O  AI  Britain’s  fam’d  ifland  once  more  X  come  over, 
(No  ifland  on  earth  is  in  prowefs  above  her) 

With  powers  and  commiftions  your  hearts  to  recover  * 

Oui  king,  I  muft  tell  you,  is  plagu’d  with  a  phantom 
(Independence  they  call  it)  that  hourly  doth  haunt  him. 
And  relief,  my  dear  rebels,  you  only  can  grant  him. 

Tom  Gage  and  Sir  Harry,  Sir  William,  (our  boaft) 
Lord  Howe,  and  the  reft  that  have  fcouted  the  coaft, 

All  fail’d  in  their  proje&s  of  laying  this  ghoft  : 

\ 

So  unlefs  the  damn’d  fpeflre  myfelf  can  expel 
l\  will  yet  kill  our  monarch,  I  know  very  well, 

And.  gallop  him  off  on  his  Lion  to  hell. 
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But  I  heartily  widi,  that,  inftead  of  fir  Guy, 

They  had  fent  out  a  feer  from  the  ifland  of  Skie 
Who  rebels  and  devils  and  ghods  may  defy  : 

So  'great  is  our  profpeft  of  failing  at  lad, 

When  I  look  at  the  prefent,  and  think  of  the  pad 
I  wilh  with  our  heroes  I  had  not  been  ciafs’d 

For  though,  to  a  man,  we  are  bullies  and  bruifers5 
And  cover’d  with  laurels,  we  dill  are  the  lofers, 
"Till  each  is  recall’d  with  his  tory  accufers  : 

But  the  war  now  is  alter’d,  and  on  a  new  plan  5 
By  negociation  we’ll  do  what  we  can— 

And  I  am  an  honed,  well-meaning  old  man  5 


Too  proud  to  retreat,  and  too  weak  to  advance. 

We  mud  day  where  we  are,  at  the  mercy  of  chance 
’Till  Fortune  fhall  help  us  to  lead  you  a  dance. 

Then  lay  downpour  arms,  dear  rebels — O  hone  ! 
Our  king  is  the  bed  man  that  ever  was  known. 

And  the  greated  that  ever  was  duck  on  a  throne 

His  love  and  afte&ion  by  all  ranks  are  fought  5 
Here  take  him,  my  honies,  and  each  pay  a  groat- 
Was  ever  a  monarch  more  eafily  bought  ? 


In  pretty  good  cafe  and  very  well  found 
By  night  and  by  day  we  carry  him  round  5 
He  mud  go  for  a  groat,  if  we  can’t  get  a  pound 


A  •  V ' 
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Break  the  treaties  you  made  with  Louis  Bourse  ? 
Abandon  the  Congrefs,  no  matter  how  foon, 

And  then,  all  together,  we’ll  play  a  new  tune. 

i 

"Tis  ftrange  that  they  always  would  manage-the  roaft, 
And  force  you  their  healths  and  the  Dauphin’s  totoafb^ 
Repent,  my  dear  fellows,  andeach  get  a pofty 

Or  if  you  objedt  that  cne  pcft  is  too  few, 

We  generous. Britons  will  help  you  to  two-. 

With  a  beam  laid  acrofs — -that -will  certainly  do. 

The  folks  that  rebell’d  in  the  year  forty-five. 

We  us’d  them  fo  well,,  that  we  left  few  alive, 

But  lent  them  to  heaven  in  fwarms  from  their  hive* 


Your  noble  refinance  we  cannot  forget, 

Tis  nothing  but  right  we  fhould  honour  you  vet  j 
If  you  are  not  rewarded,  we  die  in  your  debt. 

So,  quickly  fubmit  and’our  mercy  implore, 
he  as  loyal  to  George  as  you  once  were  before. 

Or  I’ll  /laughter  you  all — and  probably  more. 

What  puzzled  Sir  Harry,  Sir  Will,  and  his  brother* 
Perhaps  mav  be  done  by  the  fon  of  my  mother, 

With  the  Sword  in  one  hand  and  the  Branch  in  the  other* 

My  bold  predeceflors  (as  fitting  their  ftation) 

At  their  firft  coming  out  all  fpoke  Proclamation  £ 
Tis  the  cuftom  with  u?,  and  the  way  of  our  nation. 
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Then  Kil-la-la-loo  ! — Shelaly,  I  fay  5— 

If  we  cannot  all  fight,  we  can  all  run  away— 
And  further  at  prefent  I  choofe  not  to  fay. 


THE 
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O  R, 
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M  Y  native  {hades  delight  no  more, 
I  hafte  to  meet  the  ocean’s  roar, 

I  feek  a  wild  rebellious  fliore 

Beyond  the  Atlantic  main  s 

’Tis  honour  calls  !— I  mull  away  !— 
Nor  eafe  nor  pleafure  tempts  my  flay, 
Nor  all  that  Love  himfelf  can  fay, 

A  moment  fhall  detain. 

To  meet  thofe  hofts  that  dare  difown 
Allegiance  to  Britannia’s  throne 
I  draw  the  fvvord  that  pities  none, 

3  draw  their  rebel  blood  5 


Amazement  fhall  their  troops  confound 
When  gafpi ng,  proftrate  on  the  ground, 
My  fword  fhall  drink  from  every  wound 
A  life-deftroying  flood  ! 

M  m 
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Tfie  fwarthy  Indian,  yetunbroke, 

Shall  bend  his  neck  to  Britain’s  yoke, 

Or  flee  from  her  avenging  ftroke 
To  defart^  all  unknown  j 

The  Atlantic  ifles  /hall  own  her  fway, 

Peru  and  Mexico  obey. 

And  thofe  *  who  yet  to  Satan  pray 
Beyond  the  fouthern  zone* 

* 

For  George  the  third  I  dare  to  go 
Through  Etna’s  fire  and  Greenland’s  fnow. 
Where’er  our  kindred  waters  flow. 

The  vaft  unbounded  main  j 

In  him  true  glory  Ihines  complete. 

In  him  ,a  thoufand  virtues  meet— 

?Twere  heaven  to  die  at  George’s  feet. 
Could  I  that  blefling  gain  ! 

For  George  the  third  I  dare  to  fall. 

Since  he  to  me  is  all  in  all — 

May  he  fubdue  this  earthly  ball. 

And  nations  tribute  bring 

Yon’  rebel  States  ftiall  wear  his  chain 
Where  traitors  now  with  tyrants  reign— 
And  fubjedl  fh all  be  all  the  main 
To  George  our  potent  king. 


177S. 


^  The  inhabitants  of  New  Holland  in  the  fouthfeas. 
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When  honour  calk  to  guard  his  throne 
My  life  J  dare  not  call  my  own— 

My  life  I  yield  without  a  groan 
For  him  whom  I  adore  : 

In  endlefs  glory  he  /hall  reign— 

*Tis  he  /hall  conquer  France  and  Spain— 

Though  I  perhaps  may  ne’er  again 
Behold  my  native  Zhore  ! 


[’Tis  fo  well  known  ’tis  hardly  worth  relating  [ingj 
That  men  have  wor/hipp’d  gods,  tho’  of  their  own  creat- 
Art’s  handy  work  they  thought  they  might  adore, 

And  bow’d  to  gods  that  were  but  logs  before. 

Idols,  of  old,  were  made  of  clay  or  wood. 

And  in  themfelves  did  neither  harm  nor  good, 

A  died  as  though  they  knew  the  good  old  rule, 

“  Friend,  hold  thy  peace  and  you’ll  be  thought  no  fool.’' 

Britons !  their  cafe  is  yours— and  link’d  in  fate 
You,  like  your  Indian  allies — good  and  great— 

Bow  to  the  frowning  block  yourfelves  did  rear. 

And  wor/hip  Satan’s  image— out  of  fear—] 
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B  KFORE  the  brazen  age  began. 

And  things  were  yet  on  Saturn’s  plan. 

None  knew  what  fovereign  blifs  there  lay 
In  ruling,  were  it  but  a  day. 

Each  with  fpontaneous  food  content, 

His  life  in  Ample  affluence  fpent  $ 

The  fun  was  mild,  lerene  and  clear. 

And  walk’d  in  Libra  all  the  year  $ 

No  tempefts  did  the  heaven  deform, 

JTwas  not  too  cold  nor  yet  too  warm  j 
People  were  then  at  fmall  expence. 

They  dug  no  ditch,  and  made  no  fence, 

No  patentees  by  flight  or  chance 
Tor  Indian  lands  got  ample  grants. 

Not  for  their  wants,  but  juft  to  fay, 

<c  If  you  come  here,  expett  to  pay.” 

Base  grafping  fouls,  your  pride  reprefs , 

Beyond  your  wants  muft  you  pofTefs  ? 

If  ten  poor  acres  will  fupply 
A  ruftic  and  his  family, 

Why,  grumblers,  would  you  have  ten  fcore, 

Ten  thoufand  and  ten  thoufand  more  ? 

It  is  a  truth  well  underftood, 
e<  All  would  be  tyrants  if  they  cou’d.” 

The  love  of  fway  has  been  confefs’d 
The  ruling  pafflon  of  the  breaft  : 

Thofe  who  afpire  to  govern  ftates. 

If  baulk'd  by  difapproving  fates. 
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Refolve  their  purpofe  to  fulfil, 

And  fcheme  for  tenants  at  their  will* 

<(  Ten  thoufand  acres,  fit  for  toij, 

“  In  Indiana’s  fertile  foil — 

“  Ten  thoufand  acres  !  let’s  agree— 
c(  Let  me  become  the  patentee, 

<(  And  while  the  longing  fiomach  craves, 
ee  I’ll  honour  fools  and  flatter  knaves. 

If  Rome  of  old  to  greatnefs  rofe 
Triumphant  over  all  her  foes, 

None  need  believe  that  people  then 
Were  more  in  ftrength  than  modern  men  j 
If  o’er  the  world  her  eagles  wav’d, 

’Twas  policy  the  world  enflav’d  ; 

From  lands  not  fhar’d  amongft  the  few, 

An  independent  fpirit  grew  : 

Bach  on  a  fmall  and  fcanty  fpot, 

With  mueh  ado  his  living  got, 

Great  as  a  monarch  on  the  throne 
By  having  something  of  his  own« 

O  N  A 

LADY’s  SINGING  BIRD, 

A  NATIVE  OF 

The  Canary  iflands,  confined  in  a  very  fmall  Cage. 
Written  in  Bermuda,  1778. 

H  APPY  in  my  native  grove, 

I  from  fpray  to  fpray  did  rove, 

Full  of  mufic,  full  of  love. 


I 

zU  °N  a  lady’s  singing  bird. 

Lreft  as  fine  as  bird  could  be* 

Every  thing  that  I  did  fee. 

Every  thing  was.  mirth  to  me. 

There  had  I  been  happy  flill. 

With  my  mate  to  coo  and  bill 
In  the  vale  or  on  the  hill  j 

But  the  cruel  tyrant  man. 

Tyrant  fince  the  world  began. 

Soon  abridg’d  my  little  fpan  • 

How  fli all  I  the  wrong  forget  !— , 

Over  me  he  threw  a  net. 

And  I  am  his  captive  yet. 

To  this  rough  and  rocky  fhore. 

Ocean  I  was  wafted  o’er, 

er  to  fee  my  country  more. 

To  a  narrow  cage  confin’d 
I*  who  once  fo  gaily  fhin’d. 

Sing  to  pleafe  the  human  kind. 

I  fo  fond,  fo  full  of  play, 

I  fo  innocently  gay, 

Sing  mv  l\  f  tie  life  away. 

Thus  to  pine  and  flutter  here, 

Thus  to  rTieve  from  year  to  year, 

This  is  ufage  too  fevere  j 
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Gentle  fhepherds  of  the  plain, 

Who  fo  fondly  hear  my  drain. 

Help  me  to  be  free  again  ; 

,  » 

’Tis  a  biefiing  to  be  free. 

Pair  Belinda,  pity  me, 

Pity  that  which  lings  for  thee  : 

But  if  cruel,  you  deny 

That  your  captive  bird  Ihould  fly,, 

Here  detain’d  fo  wrongfully, 

Full  of  anguilh,  full  of  woe, 

I  mull  with  my  mufic  go 
To  the  cyprefs  groves  below. 

LINE  S, 

OCCASIONED  BY 

Gen.  Robertfon’s  Proclamation, 

New-York,  June  22,  17S2. 


o  LD  Judas  the  traitor  (nor  need  we  much  wonder) 
Falling  down  from  the  gallows  his  paunch  fplit  a  funder. 
Affording,  ’tis  likely,  a  horrible  fcent 
Rather  worfe  than  the  fulphur  of  hell,  where  he  went. 

So  now  this  bra’  chieftain,  who  long  has  fufpended 
And  kept  out  of  view,  what  his  mailer  intended. 


2S8  .LINES,  &c. 

Burfts  out  all  at  once,  and  an  infide  dlfclofesy 
Difgufting  the  tories,  who  flop  up  their  nofes. 

The  fhort  of  the  matter  is  thus,  as  I  take  it— 

New- York  of  true  Britons  is  plainly  left  naked, 

.And  their  conduit  amounts  to  an  honeft  confefiion. 
That  they  cannot  depend  on  the  run-a-way  Hefiian* 

In  fuch  a  dilemma  pray  what  fliould  they  do  ? 

Hearts  loyal,  to  whom  fhould  they  look  but  to  you  ?— «. 
You  know  pretty  well  how  to  handle  the  fpade. 

To  dig  their  canals  and  to  make  a  parade  j 

The  city  is  left  to  your  valiant  defence. 

And  of  courfe  it  will  be  but  of  little  expence, 

Since  there  is  an  old  fellow  that  looks  fomewhat  footy 
Who  gratis  will  help  you  in  doing  your  duty— 

“  In  doing  our  duty  ! — ’tis  duty  indeed 
“  (Says  a  Tory)  if  this  be  the  way  that  we  fpeed  j 
We  never  lov’d  fighting  :  the  matter  is  clear— 
il  If  we  had,  I  am  fure  we  had  never  come  here* 

“  George  we  own’d  for  our  king,  as  his  true  loyal  fons, 
<e  But  why  will  he  force  us  to  manage  his  guns  ?— 

(i  Who  ’lift  in  the  army  or  cruife  on  the  wave, 

“  Let  them  do  as  they  will — ’tis  their  trade  to  be  brave* 

* 

<c  Gun  bullets  in  boxes  we  eafily  face, 

“  But  when  they’re  in  motion — it  alters  the  cafe  $ 

<£  To  Ikirmifh  with  Huddiets  is  all  our  defire— 

i(  For  though  ive  can  murder  <ive  cannot  ftand  jire • 
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(e  To  the  ftandards  of  Britain  we  fled  for  prote&ion, 

<e  And  here  we  are  gather’d,  a  goodly  colledlion  j 
((  And  moft  of  us  think  it  is  rather  too  hard 
4e  For  refufing  to  arm  to  be  put  under  guard  j 

ec  Who  knows  under  guard  what  ills  we  may  feel  !— 

€(  It  is  an  expreflion  that  means  a  great  deal— 

<(  ’Mongft  the  rebels  they  fine  ’em  who  will  not  turn  out, 
<c  But  here  we  are  left  in  a  forrowful  doubt— 

<e  Thefe  Britons  were  always  fo  fharp  and  fo  fhifty— 

6(  The  rebels  excufe  you  from  ferving  when  fifty, 

<l  But  here  we  are  counted  fuch  wonderful  men 
(i  We  are  kept  in  the  ranks,  tho’  we’re  five  fcore  and  ten* 


et  Provided  the  clergy  but  preach  nvn-refijiance 
“  And  pajfive  obedience — they  wave  their  afliftance  } 

(C  But  we— tho’  we’re  lick  and  have  death  in  our  faces, 
£*  Muft  purchafe  a  proxy  to  ferve  in  our  places. 

<c  If  matters  go  thus,  it  is  eafy  to  fee 

Tnat  as  blockheads  we’ve  been,  foflaves  we  /hall  be  ; 
l<  And  what  will  become  of  that  peaceable  train 
“  Whofe  tenets  enjoin  them  from  war  to  aoftain  ? 

Our  city  commandant  muft  be  an  odd  /haver, 

Not  a  Angle  exception  to  make  in  their  favour  !— m 
Come  let  us  turn  round  and  rebellioujly  fing, 

Huzza  for  the  Congrefs  !— the  de’il  take  the  king 


N  n 


Tenth  Ode  of  Horace’s  Book 
of  Epodes,  imitated. 

(Written  in  December  1781,  upon  the  departure  of  Gen.  ArnoM 

4  from  New-York.J 


w  I  T  H  evil  omens  from  the  harbour  fails 
Tne  ill-fated  /hip  that  hated  Arnold  bears, 
God  of  the  fouthern  wind,  call  up  thy  gales 
And  whittle  in  rude  fury  round  his  ears. 


With  horrid  waves  infult  his  vettel’s  Tides,-  - 
And  may  the  eaft  wind  on  a  leeward  /h ore 
Her  cables  fnap,  while  /he  in  tumult  rides. 
And  /hatter  into  fragments  every  oar  j 

And  let  the  north  wind  to  her  ruin  hatte. 
With  fuch  a  rage  as  when  from  mountains  high 
He  rends  the  tall  oak  with  his  weighty  blatt 
And  ruin  fpreads  where’er  his  forces  fly. 


May  not  one  friendly  ftar  that  night  befeen 
Where  fad  Orion  darts  his  parting  ray, 

Nor  may  /he  ride  on  oceans  more  ferene 
Than  Greece  triumphant  found  thatftormy  day$ 


When  angry  Pallas  fpent  her  rage  no  more 
On  vanqui/h'd  Ilium  then  in  allies  laid. 
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But  turn’d  it  on  the  barque  that  Ajax  bore,* 
Avenging  thus  her  temple  and  the  maid. 


When  toft  upon  the  vaft  Atlantic  main 

Your  groaning  ftiip  the  fouthern  gales  ftiall  tear. 

How  will  your  Tailors  fweat,  and  you  complain 
And  meanly  howl  to  Jove  that  will  not  hear  ! 

But  if  at  laft  upon  Tome  winding  fliore 
A  prey  to  hungry  cormorants  you  lie, 

A  wanton  goat  to  every  ftormv  power,  J- 
And  a  fat  lamb  in  facriflce  lhall  die. 

*  Ajax  the  younger,  fon  of  Oileus,  king  of  the  Locrians.  He 
debauched  CaiTandrain  the  temple  of  Pallas,  which  was  thecayfq, 
of  his  misfortune,  on  his  return  from  the  fiege  of  Troy. 

+  The  Tempejls  were  goddeifes  amongft  tl*e  Romans. 


PHILOSOPHICAL 

REFLECTIONS. 


Still  round  the  world  triumphant  difcord  flies. 

Still  angry  kings  to  bloody  conteft  rife  j 

Hofts  bright  with  fteel  in  dreadful  order  plac’d. 

And  fhips  contending  on  the  wat’ry  wafte  5 
Diftratting  demons  every  breaft  engage, 

Unwearied  nations  glow  with  mutual  rage  $ 

Still  to  the  charge  the  routed  Briton  turns. 

The  war  ftill  rages  and  the  battle  burns  5 
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See,  man  with  man  in  deadly  combat  join. 

See,  the  black  navy  form  the  flaming  line; 

Death  fmiles  alike  at  battles  loft  or  won— 

Art  does  for  him  what  nature  would  have  done. 

Can  fcenes  like  thefe  delight  the  human  breaft  ? 
Who  fees  with  joy  humanity  diftreft  ? 

Such  tragic  fcenes  fierce  paflions  might  prolong, 

But  flighted  Reafon  fays,  they  muft  be  wrong. 

Curs’d  be  the  day,  how  bright,  foe’er  it  fhin’d. 
That  firft  made  kings  the  mafters  of  mankind  ; 
And  curs’d  the  wretch  who  firft  with  regal  pride 
Their  equal  rights  to  equal  men  deny’d  ; 

But  curs’d,  o’er  all,  who  firft  to  flav’ry  broke 
Submifllve  bow’d  and  own’d  a  monarch’s  yoke. 
Their  fervile  fouls  his  arrogance  ador’d 
And  bafely  own’d  a  brother  for  a  lord  ; 

Hence  wrath  and  blood,  and  feuds  and  wars  began. 
And  man  turn’d  monfter  to  his  fellow  man. 

Not  fo  that  age  of  innocence  and  eafe 
When  men,  yet  focial,  knew  no  ills  like  thefe  ; 
Then  dormant  yret,  ambition  (half  unknown) 

No  rival  murder’d  to  po  fiefs  a  throne  ; 

No  feas  to  guard,  no  empires  to  defend— 

Of  fome  fmall  tribe  the  father  and  the  frienjL 
The  hoary  fage  beneath  his  fylvan  fhade 
Impos’d  no  laws  but  thofe  which  reafon  made  $ 

On  peace  not  war,  on  good  not  ill  intent, 

Hejudg’d  his  brethren  by  their  own  confentj 
Untaught  to  fpurn  thofe  brethren  to  the  duft  j 
In  virtue  firm,  and  obftinately  juft, 

For  him  no  navies  rov’d  from  fttore  to  fliore. 

No  flaves  were  doom’d  to  dig  the  glitt’ring  ore  5 


■ 
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Remote  from  all  the  vain  parade  of  (late, 

No  /laves  in  diamonds  faunter’d  at  his  gate, 

Nor  did  his  bread:  the  guilty  paffions  tear, 

He  knew  no  murder  and  he  felt  no  fear. 

Was  this  the  patriarch  fage  ?— Then  turn  thine  eyes 
And  view  the  contraft  that  our  age  fupplies  ; 

Touch’d  from  the  life,  I  trace  no  ages  fled, 

I  draw  no  curtain  that  conceals  the  dead  5 
To  diftant  Britain  let  thy  view  be  caft. 

And  fay  the  prefent  far  exceeds  the  part  ; 

Of  all  the  plagues  that  e’er  the  world  have  curs’d. 
Name  George  the  tyrant,  and  you  name  the  word! 

What  demon,  hoftile  to  the  human  kind, 

Planted  thefe  fierce  difordeis  in  the  mind  ? 

All  urg’d  alike,  one  phantom  we  purfue, 

But  what  has  war  with  happiness  to  do  Is 
In  death’s  black  /hroud  this  gem  can  ne’er  be  found  5 
Who  deals  for  that  the  life-deftroying  wound. 

Or  pines  with  grief  to  fee  a  brother  live. 

That  life  diffolving  which  he  cannot  give  ? 

’Tis  thine,  Ambition  ! — Thee  thefe  horrors  fait  : 
Loft  to  the  human,  /he  affuraes  the  brute  3 
She  proudly  vain  or  infolently  bold, 

Her  heart  revenge,  her  eye  intent  on  gold, 

Sway’d  by  the  madnefs  of  the  prefent  hour 
Miftakes  for  happinefs  extent  of  power  3 
That  /hining  bait  which  dropt  in  folly’s  way 
Tempts  the  weak  mind,  and  leads  the  heart  aftray  l 

Thou  happinefs  !  ftill  fought  but  never  found, 

We,  in  a  circle,  chafe  thy  fhadow  round  3 
Meant  all  mankind  in  different  forms  to  blefs, 

Which  yet  poffeffing,  we  no  more  poffefs  « 


: 
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Thus  far  remov’d  and  painted  on  the  eve 
Smooth  verdant  fields  feem  b.ended  with  the 
Cut  where  they  both  in  fancied  contaft  join 
in  vain  we  trace  the  vifionary  line  j 

Still  as  we  chafe,  the  empty  circle  flies, 
r.  merge  npw  mountains  or  new  oceans  rife. 


prince  WILLIAM  HENRY’S 

^  L  I  L  O  Q^U  Y. 

[Occafioned  by  Public  Rejoicings  in  PMadcIphia  forthe  M 
the  Dauphin  of  France,  fon  to  Louis  XVI.J 


P 

1  -r  O  I’LE  are  mad  thus  to  adore  the  Dauphin- 
Heaven  grant  the  brat  may  foon  be  in  his  coffin— 
The  honours  here  to  this  young  Frenchman  fhovvn, 
°‘  right  fliould  be  prince  George’s,  or  my  own  ; 

And  all  tliofe  wreathes  that  bfcom  on  Louis  now, 
ibould  hang,  unfading,  on  my  father’s  brow. 

To  thefe  far  ,horcs  with  longing  hopes  I  came , 

(ily  birth  a  Briton,  not  unknown  to  fame) 

Plealures  to  fliare  that  loyalty  imparts, 

Subdue  the  rebels,  and  regain  their  hearts. 

Weak,  ftupid  expectation— all  is  done  ! 

Few  are  the  prayers  that  rife  for  George’s  fon  ; 

Nought  through  the  wade  of  thefe  wide  realms  I  trace, 
Put  rage,  contempt,  and  curfes  on  our  race, 

Holts  with  their  chiefs  by  bold  ufurpers  won. 

And  not  a  bluffing  left  for  George’s  fon  ! 
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Here  on  thefe  ifles  (my  terrors  not  a  few) 

I  walk  attended  by  the  Tory  crew  : 

Thefe  from  the  firft  have  done  their  beft  to  pleafe. 

But  who,  would  herd  with  fycophants  like  thefe  ? 

This  exil’d  race,  who  their  loft  fhores  bemoan. 
Would  bow  to  Satan,  if  he  held  our  throne— 

Rul’d  by  their  fears— and  what  is  meaner  far. 

Have  worfhipp’d  William  only  for  his  star  ! 

To  touch  my  hand  their  thronging  thoufands  ftrove., 
And  tir’d  my  patience  with  Unceaiing  love- 
in  fame’s  fair  annals  toid  me  I  fhould  live, 

But  they,  poor  creatures,  had  no  fame  to  give  ? 

Muft  Digby’s  royal  pupil  Walk  the  ftreets. 

And  fmile  on  every  ruffian  that  he  meets  j 
Or  teach  them,  as  he  has  done— he  knows  when— 
That  kings  and  princes  are  no  more  than  men  ? 

Must  I  alas  difclofe,  to  our  difgraoe, 

1  hat  Britain  is  too  fmall  lor  George’s  race 
Here  in  the  weft,  where  all  did  once  obey, 

Three  iflands  only,  now,  confefs  our  fwayj 
And  in  the  eaft  we  have  not  much  to  boaft. 

For  Hyder  Ali  drives  us  from  the  coaft  : 

^  ield,  rebels,  yield — or  I  muft  go  once  more 
Back  to  the  white  clifts  of  my  native  fhore, 

(Where,  in  procefs  of  time,  ffiall  go  fir  Guy, 

And  where  fir  Harry  has  returned  to  figh, 

Whofe  hands  grew  weak  when  things  began  to  croft. 
Nor  made  one  effort  to  retrieve  our  lofs) 

Oatmeal  and  Sco'ttifti  kale  pots  round  me  rifej 
And  Hanoverian  turnips  greet  mine  eyes  j— 

Welch  goats  and  naked  rocks  my  bofom  fwelj, 

And  Teague  !  dear  Teague !— to  thee  I  bid  farewell— 
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Curfe  on  the  Dauphin  and  his  friends,  I  fay. 

He  deals  our  honours  and  our  rights  away. 

Higby  our  anchors  ! —weigh  them  to  the  bow. 

And  eaftward  through  the  wild  waves  let  us  plough  : 
Such  dire  refentments  in  my  bofom  burn. 

That  to  thefe  Ihores  I  never  will  return, 

’Till  fruits  and  flowers  on  Zembla’s  coaft  are  known. 
And  feas  congeal  beneath  the  torrid  zone. 


THE 

FLAGELLATO  RS. 

<C 
4i 

Englijh  Minijlry. 


exemplar  pumihment  of  the  grand  penfionary,  Vai 
Berkel,  mult  be  the  preliminary  article  of  any  treaty  o 
pacification  entered  into  with  Holland.” 


PULL  three  long  years  has  haughty  Britain  try’d 
By  Dutchmen’s  hands  to  threlh  Van  Berkel’s  hide, 

Till  this  Ihould  be,  fhe  gave  no  hopes  of  peace. 

For  only  this  could  make  her  anger  ceafe. 

What  rais’d  the  droll  conceit  is  hard  to  fay. 

That  poor  Van  Berkel’s  back  for  peace  fhould  pay/* 
Long,  very  long,  our  heads  were  kept  in  doubt 
Yet  fail  d  to  find  the  ftubborn  fecret  out. 

But  lately  reading  of  La  Mancha’s  knight 
And  Sancho  Pan^a,  that  ill-fated  wight. 

Sudden  the  clouds  from  my  rack’d  brains  withdrew 
And  all  the  mighty  fecret  rofe  to  view. 


Enchanted  long  fair  Dulcinea  lay 
In' a  dark  cave  fecluded  from  the  day, 

Chang’d  to  a  country  wench  with  haggard  face— 

Loft  her  imperial  charms  and  every  winning  grace, 
While  fad  Don  Quixote  through  the  wide  world  ftray’d 
And  mourn’d  the  hard  fate  of  the  peerlefs"maid. 

At  length  from  hell’s  dark  chambers  Merlin  came 
And  told  him  how  he  might  releafe  the  dame. 

And  get  her  up  from  her  dull  fituation 
By  Sancho’s  hide  enduring  flagellation. 

<(  He  on  his  back  (faid  Merlin)  though  he  grieve 
cc  Three  thoufand  flinging  lafhes  rauft  receive, 

“  (Even  his  own  hand  the  fcourging  muftinflia: 

“  Or  elfe  my  lady  'drill  at  laft  be  trick’d) 

“  And  when  to  thefe  he  adds  juft  fifteen  fcore 
i(  Then  Dulcinea  comes,  and  not  before.” 

De  il  take  her,  faid  the  fquire,  and  all  her  cr ew  ! 
u  What  has  her  freedom  with  my  back  to  do  ?— 

Ere  my  back  bailing  fh all  her  beauty  fave 
(<  Faith  ftie  may  go  enchanted  to  her  grave.” 

Britain,  ’tis  plain,  has  took  the  hint  from  hence 
And  peace,  VanBerkel,  feeks  at  thy  expence  : 
Convince  her  now  that  you  can  hold  your  place. 

And,  arm’d  with  fcorpions,  lafh  her  bull-dog  race. 


Q  o 


SATAN’s  REMONSTRANCE, 

TOccafxoned  by  Mr.  Rivington’s  late  Apology  for  Lying J 


Your  golden  dreams,  your  flattering  fchemes, 
AJas  !  where  are  they  fled,  Sir  ? 

Your  plans  derang’d,  your  profpeds  chang’d 
You  now  may  go  to  bed,  Sir _ 


How  could  you  thus,  my  partner  dear. 
Give  up  the  hopes  of  many  a  year—  ? 
Your  fame  retriev’d,  and  foaring  high 
In  Truth’s  refemblance  feem’d  to  fly  5 
But  now  you  grow  fo  wondrous  wife. 

You  turn,  ajjd  own  that  all  is  lies. 


A  fabric  that  from  hell  we  rais’d. 

On  which  a/loni/h’d  rebels  gaz’d, 

And  which  the  world  /hall  ne’er  forget, 

No  lefs  than  Rivington’s  Gazette, 

Demoli/h’d  at  a  /ingle  flroke _ 

The  angel  Gabriel  might  provoke. 


“  That  was  lies,”  might  well  be  true, 
But  why  muft  this  be  told  by  you  ? 

Great  mailer  of  the  wooden  head, 

Where  is  thy  wonted  cunning  fled  ? 

It  was  a  folly  to  engage 
That  truth  henceforth  /hould  All  yourpage. 
When  you  muft  know,  as  well  as  I, 

Your  only  mifiion  is  to  j,ie. 


' 


,  -  v-*  . 
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Such  are  the  plans  which  folly  draws— 

We  now,  like  bears,  may  fuck  our  paws  j— 
Brought  up  in  lying  from  your  youth, 

You  fhould  have  dy’d  a  foe  to  truth. 

Since  none  but  fools  in  this  accord. 

That  Virtue  is  its  own  reward. 

Your  fortune  was  as  good  as  made. 

Great  artift  in  the  lying  trade  ! 

But  now  I  fee  with  grief  and  pain 
Your  credit  cannot  rife  again  : 

No  more  the  favourite  of  my  heart. 

No  more  will  I  my  gifts  impart. 


Yet  fomething  fhall  you  gain  at  lad 
For  lies  contriv'd  in  feafons  pad— 
When  preding  to  the  narrow  gate 
I’ll  diow  the  portal  mark’d  by  Fate, 
Where  all  mankind  (as  parfons  fay) 
Are  apt  to  take  the  wider  way, 

And,  though  the  Royal  Printer  fwear, 
Will  bolt  him  in,  and  keep  him  there  ! 


to  a  writer  who  subscribes  himself 

“  A  FOE  to  TYRANTS.” 

w  HEN  round  the  barque  the  howling  temped  raves, 
Tofs’d  in  the  conflict  of  a  thoufand  waves, 

The  lubber  landfmen  weep,  complain  and  ligh, 

And  on  the  pilot’s  /kill,  or  heaven  rely, 


3^o  lo  the  €<  FOE  to  TYR ANTS,” 

Lurk  in  their  holds,  aftonilh’d  and  aghaft. 

Dreading  the  moment  that  muft  be  their  laft— 

The  tempeft  o’er— their  terror  alfo  ceafes, 

And  up  they  come  and  lhow  their  fhamelefs  faces, 

At  once  grow  brave,  and  tell  the  pilot  too. 

He  did  no  more  than  they  themfelves  could  do,” 

“  A  Foe  to  Tyrants  \»—One  thy  heart  reft  ores- 
There  is  a  'Tyrant  that  thy  foul  adores, 

And  every  ftupid  line  too  plainly  fhows 
Your  heart  is  hoftile  to  that  tyrant's  foes. 

What  mighty  malice  urg'd  this  Genius  dull 
With  Churchill’s  wreathes  to  lhade  his  barren  fcull? 
So  utter  darknefs  union  claims  with  light. 

So  oil  and  water  in  one  mafs  unite  : 

No  more  thy  rage  in  borrow’d  rhimes  repeat  ; 

Sneak  into  profe—  the  dunce’s  laft  retreat  ! 

Reed’s  patriot  fame  to  diftant  times  fliall  laft. 

When  thefe  bafe  reptiles  to  the  dogs  are  caft, 

Or,  when  Oblivion  fpreads  her  dreary  wings. 

Loft  in  the  lumber  of  forgotten  things. 

And  none  fliall  alk,  norwifti  to  know,  nor  care 
Who— what  their  names— or  when  they  Jiv’d,  or  where. 

T  O  T  H  E 

“  FOE  to  TYRANTS.” 


V  1  LE  as  they  are,  this  lukewarm  Tory  crew 
Seem  viler  ftill,  when  they  are  prais’d  by  you  5 
Ly  you  adorn’d,  in  yellow  robes  they  /hine. 

Sweat  through  your  verfe,  and  ftink  in  every  line. 
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True  child  of  Dullnefs— eldeft  of  her  tribe— 

How  couldft  thou  dream  that  thou  waft  worth  a  bribe  ? 
Ill-fated  fcribbler,  with  thy  clumfy  quill 
Retratt  the  threat  jou  dare  not  to  fulfil, 

And  round  your  neck  the  withe  or  halter  twine. 

And  be  the  office  of  the  hangman  thine. 

Have  I  from  you  purloin’d  one  ffired  of  wit. 

Or  did  I  imitate  one  line  you  writ  ? 

Peace  to  your  works — ’twere  bafe  to  rob  the  dead. 

The  clay  cold  offspring  of  your  empty  head. 

Scribbler,  retire— what  madnefs  would  it  be 
To  point  a  cannon  at  a  mite  like  thee  1 
Such  noxious  vermin  crawling  from  the  fhell. 

By  fqui  bs  and  crackers  might  be  kill’d  as  well. 

But  if  you  muft  torment  the  world  with  rhimes, 
(Since  thou  wert  fent  to  fcourge  us  for  our  crimes) 

In  ftupid  odes  indulge  thy  fmoky  wit, 

Dull  lyrics  would  thy  happy  genius  fit  5 

With  thy  coarfe  white  <wajh  daub  fome  fcoundrel’s  face, 

Blockheads  in  power,  or  traitors  in  difgrace  : 

To  gain  immortal  praife  I  leave  you  free  j 
Go — fcratch  and  fcribble  unchaftis’d  by  me. 

Halle  to  the  realms  of  nonfenfe  and  defpair. 

The  ghofts  of  murder’d  rhimes  fh all  meet  you  there, 
Like  rattling  chains  provoke  inceffant  fears, 

And  with  eternal  jinglings  ftun  your  ears. 

A  Foe  to  Malice. 


FOE  to  TYRANTS, 


His  Farewell. 


c 

O  1 1\  C  £.  ink,  thank  heaven,  is  all  the  blood  you  fpill 
Health  to  the  driver  of  the  true  goofe  quill  ; 

Such  war  ihall  leave  no  widow  in  defpair, 
t'-ior  curfe  one  orphan  with  the  public  care. 

’Tis  the  word  wound  the  heart  of  man  can  feel, 
Thus  to  be  wounded  by  an  afs’s  heel  : 

T/ith  generous  fatire  give  me  all  my  due, 
iNay,  give  me  more,  and  call  me  fcoundrel  too. 

Make  me  as  black  as  hell’s  remote!*  gloom. 

But  drill  to  genius  let  me  owe  my  doom  : 

By  Jove’s  red  light’nings  ’tis  no  lhame  to  bleed; 

But  by  a  grovelling  fwine— is  death  indeed. 

by  the  laurels  of  your  yelloew  crew, 

I  feit  no  fhame  ’till  I  engag’d  with  you  j 
.Out  iuch  an  odour  fcented  from  your  fong, 

I  dopt  my  nofe,  and  quickly  pafs’d  along, 

Blufh’d  for  the  wretch  that  could  fuch  filth  difplay, 

His  guts  difgorging  in  the  public  way. 

Arm’d  as  I  dand,  unufual  tumults  rife, 

And  all  my  foul  comes  fwelling  through  my  eyes. 

To  think  that  in  the  ikirmifli  of  a  day 
This  bard  mud  perifh,  and  his  fame  decay. 

So  quick  retire  to  black  oblivion’s  clime, 

1  urn’d,  chas’d,  and  routed  by  the  power  of  rhimc  l 
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I  wish’d  him  ftill  nnhandkd  and  unhurt, 

3  wifh’d  no  evils  to  this  man  of  dirt  j 
I  thought  to  leave  him  fwelt’ring  in  his  den. 

Not  with  fuch  rotten  tralh  to  ftain  my  pen, 

But  his  bafe  labours  wrought  his  utter  woe, 

And  his  own  efforts  now  fh all  lay  him  low  t— * 

Before  his  eyes  the  fexton’s  fpade  appears. 

And  bells  unceaflng  ring  within  his  ears* 

Already  is  his  fpan  of  being  fled, 

Senfe,  wit,  and  reafon — all  proclaim  him  dead  ; 

In  his  own  lines  he  toll’d  his  funeral  knell, 

And  when  he  could  not  flng  he  flunk  farewell. 

THE  N  E  W-Y  O  R  K 

REFUGEES  PETITION 

T  o 

Sir  Guy  Carleton. 


HUMBLY  SHEWETH, 

T  HAT  your  Honour’s  petitioners,  Tories  by  trade. 
From  the  firft  of  the  war  have  lent  Britain  their  aid. 
And  done  all  they  could  both  in  country  and  town 
In  fupport  of  the  king  and  the  rights  of  his  crown  j 
But  now  to  their  grief  and  confuflon  they  find 
“  The  de’il  may  take  them  who  are  fa/the  ft  behind.’* 

In  the  rear  of  all  rafcals  they  ftill  have  been  plac’d 
And  halter  and  gibbets  full  often  have  fac’d, 


3°4  The  REFUGEES  PETITION. 

Have  been  in  the  midft  of  diftreffes  and  doubt 
Vhene’er  they  came  in  or  whene’er  they  went  out  ; 

IVe  Upp°rted  the  king  and  defended  bh  church 
And  now  in  the  end-muft  be  left  ia  the  lurch. 

Though  often,  too  often,  his  arms  were  difgrac’d 
We  ftill  were  in  hopes  he  would  conquer  at  laft. 

And  reftore  us  again  to  our  fweethearts  and  wives 
The  pride  of  our  hearts  and  the  joy  of  our  lives, 

Bnt  he  promis’d  too  far,  and  we  trufted  m  much 
And  who  could  have  look’d  for  a  war  with  the  Dutch  • 

Our  heard  broken  up,  and  difeharg’d  from  our  ftations. 

Gur>  IE  ls  cruel  to  cut  off  our  rations  ; 

Of  a  projedt  like  that  whoe’er  was  the  mover 
It  is,  we  muft  tell  you,  a  curfed  manoeuvre, 

A  plan  to  deftroy  us— the  bafeft  of  tricks 
To  get  us  away  to  the  /hallows  of  Styx. 

If  a  peace  be  intended,  as  people  furmife, 

(Though  we  hope  from  our  fouls  it  is  nothing  but  lies) 
Inform  us  at  once  what  we  have  to  expedl, 

Noi  treat  us,  as  ufuaJ,  with  furly  negledt  $ 

Or  elfe,  by  the  mafs  and  the  will  of  the  fates. 

We'll  go  to  the  rebels — and.  get  our  ejlates* -  ’ 


Sir  GUY’s  ANSWER. 

W  E  have  reafon  to  think  there  will  foon  be  a  peace, 
And  that  war  with  the  rebels  will  certainly  ceafe  ; 

But,  be  that  as  it  will,  I  would  have  you  to  know 
That  as  matters  are  changing  we  foon  may  change  too; 
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In  fhort,  I  would  fay,  (fince  I  have  it  at  heart) 
Though  the  war  Ihould  continue,  yet  we  may  depart. 

Four  offers  in  feafonl  therefore  propofe, 

(As  much  as  I  can  do  in  reafon,  God  knows) 

In  which,  though  there  be  not  too  plentiful  carving'. 
There  Hill  is  fufficient  to  keep  you  from  Harving  $ 

And,  firH,  of  the  firH,  it  would  mightily  charm  me 
To  fee  you,  my  children,  enliji  in  the  army , 

Or  enter  the  navy,  and  get'for  your  pay 
A  farthing  an  hour,  which  is  fixpence  per  day — 
There’s  Hedlor  M’Lean  and  Arthur  O’Gregor 
And  Donald  M’Donald  Hi  all  rule  you  with  vigour  $ 

If  thefe  do  not  fuit  you,  then  take  your  new  plan. 
Make  your  peace  with  the  rebels  (that  is,  if  you  can) 
There  rank  and  diflindlion  perhaps  you  may  find 

And  rife  into  offices  fit  to  your  mind - — 

But  if  Hill  you  objeft — to  be  all  on  a  level. 

Burn  up  your  red  coats  and  go  off  to  the  Devil. 


T  O 

THOSE  WHOM  IT  MAY  CONCERN, 


T*  H  r.  fage  that  took  the  wrong  fow  by  the  ears, 
And  independence  claim’d  for  Vermonteers', 

Who  from  twelve  numbers  down  to  eight  decreas’d, 
Is  now  your  fcribbler,  and  may  ferve  for  prieH, 

P  P 


5o6  To  THOSE  WHOM  IT  MAY  CONCERN 

To  him  apply,  dear  Timon,  in  diftrefs. 

From  him  afk  favours  and  to  him  confefs , 

He  11  pardon  all  your  fins— ay,  more  than  once, 
And  will  forgive  you,  even  for  being  a  dunce. 

When  fir#  that  Have  of  Haves  began  to  write, 
Truth  curs'd  his  pen,  and  reafon  took  her  flight, 
Dullnefs  on  him  her  choice#  opiates  flied. 

Black  as  his  heart  and  empty  as  his  head  : 

Him  on  her  toil  Hibernia  could  not  bear, 

The  viper  ficken’d  in  his  native  air. 

Then  rulh’d  abroad,  a  Jefuit  indifguife, 

Borne  on  the  wings  of  malice,  rage,  and  lies, 

To  this  new  world  a  nuifance  and  a  pell 
To  curfe  his  betters  and  abufe  the  be#. 

Thou  bafe  born  lump  of  impudence  and  dirt, 
M/ith  all  the  *will  but  not  the po^wer-  to  hurt  £ 
Whofe  barren  foul  each  empty  line  reveals— 

Come,  let  me  tie  thee  to  my  chariot  wheels. 

And  o’er  the  furface  of  this  prickly  ground 
Drag  chy  vile  carrion  carcafe  round  and  round. 

Or  like  a  Felon,  bang’d  to  after  time. 

Be  one  moie  vidiim  to  the  power  of  rhyme  ! 

Bear  me,  ye  go  as,  to  iome  feque#er’d  place 
Where  never  rafcal  fliow’d  his  brazen  face  ; 

Remove  me  far  from  all  the  rafcal  kind 
(Dullnefs  with  infolence  forever  join’d) 

To  fome  retreat  of  folitude  and  re# _ 

Nor  let  another  pang  difturb  my  brea#, 

When  I  have  wept  to  think  the  world  fhall  know 
I  had  to  combat  with  fo  mean  a  foe. 


TO 


3°7 


those  whom  it  may  concern. 


Should  Timon’s  fcribblers  call  you  all  that’s  bafe, 
Abufe  your  ftature  and  blafpheme  your  face. 

Make  you  the  worft-  and  vileft  of  your  kind. 

With  not  one  fpark  of  reafon  in  your  mind. 

Who  would  to  Timon’s  rancorous  page  reply, 

So  fam’d  for  fcandal,  and  fo  prone  to  lie  ? 

Still  may  thofe  bagpipes  of  fedition  play. 

For  fools  mu  ft  prate,  and  dogs  muft  have  their  day  ; 
Still  from  that  page  let  hoarfe  mouth’d  whelps  defame. 
And  madnefs  rave  and  malice  take  her  aim, 

May  fcribes  on  fcribes  in  verfe  and  profe  combine. 

And  one  dark  chaos  gloom  though  every  line  ! 

Long  may  they  write  unqueftion’d  and  unhurt. 

And  all  their  rage  difcharge,  and  all  their  dirt  : 

Night  owls  muft  fcreech,  by  heaven’s  fevere  decree. 
And  wolves  muft  howl,  or  wolves  they  would  not  be. 

From  empty  froth  thefe  fcribbling infedls  rofe  5 
What  honeft  man  but  counts  them  for  his  foes  ? 

When  they  are  lafh’d,  may  dunce  with  dunce  condole. 
And  bellow  nonfenfe  from  the  tortur’d  foul  ! 

When  they  are  dead,  and  in  fome  dungeon  cramm’d, 
(For  die  they  will,  and  all  their  works  be  damn’d) 
When  they  lhall  belch  their  laft  departing  groans. 

May  dogs  and  doctors  barbecue  their  bones. 

And  the  laft  horrors  of  their  fouls  to  calm, 

Fallon,  the  prieft,  confole  them  with  a  pfalm  l 


PROPHECY  of  King  TAMMANY 


np 

1  HE  Indian  chief  who,  fam’d  of  yore, 

Saw  Europe’s  fons  advent’ring  here. 

Look’d  forrowing  to  the  crowded  /hore. 

And  fighing  dropt  a  tear  1 
He  faw  them  half  his  world  explore, 

He  faw  them  draw  the  /hining  blade, 

He  faw  their  hoftile  ranks  difplay’d. 

And  cannons  blazing  through  that  /hade 
Where  only  peace  was  known  before. 

t  .1  ^ 

*e  Ah,  what  unequal  arms  !”  he  cry’d. 

How  art  thou  fallen,  my  country’s  pride, 

“  The  rural,  fylvan  reign  ! 

*£  Far  from  our  pleafing  /hores  to  go 
“  To  weftern  rivers,  winding  /low, 

61  Is  this  the  boon  the  gods  be/low  ! 

e‘  What  have  we  done,  great  patrons,  fay, 

<c  That  Grangers  feize  our  woods  away, 

“  And  drive  us  naked  from  our  native  plain. 

“  Rage  and  revenge  infpire  my  foul, 

(c  And  paflion  burns  without  controul  j 

“  Hence,  Grangers,  to  your  native  /hore  l 
Far  from  our  Indian  /hades  retire, 

((  Remove  th e(e  gods  that  vomit  fire, 

* (  And  /lain  with  blood  thefe  ravag’d  glades  no  more. 
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*t  Invain  I  weep,  invain  I  figh, 

“  Thefe  ftrangers  all  our  arms  defy, 

££  As  they  advance  our  chieftains  die  !— - 
4<  What  can  their  hofts  oppofe 
“  The  bow  has  loft  its  wonted  fpring, 

<£  The  arrow  faulters  on  the  wing, 
ei  Nor  carries  ruin  from  the  ftring 

f£  To  end  their  being  and  our  woes. 

<c  Yes,  yes, — I  fee  our  nation  bends  3 
“  The  gods  no  longer  are  our  friends, 

££  But  why  thefe  weak  complaints  and  fighs  ? 

((  Are  there  not  gardens  in  the  weft, 

<<  Where  all  our  far  fam’d  Sachems  reft  ?— 

((  I’ll  go,  an  unexpected  gueft, 

*£  And  the  dark  horrors  of  the  way  defpife. 

££  Ev’n  now  the  thundering  peals  draw  nigh, 

££  ’Tis  theirs  to  triumph,  ours  to  die  ! 

*(  But  mark  me,  Chriftian,  ere  I  go — 

££  Thou,  too,  fhalt  have  thy  fhare  of  woe, 

££  The  time  rolls  on,  not  moving  flow, 

“  When  hoftile  fquadrons  for  your  blood  ftiall  come, 

££  And  ravage  all  your  fhore  ! 

£C  Your  warriors  and  your  children  flay, 

<£  And  fome  in  difmal  dungeons  lay, 

£4  Or  lead  them  captive  far  away 

££  To  climes  unknown,  thro’  feas  untry’d  before. 

t(  When  ftruggling  long,  at  laft  with  pain 
<(  You  bieak  a  cruel  tyrant’s  chain, 

££  That  never  fh all  be  join’d  again, 

f 


RIVINGTON’s  reflections* 

When  half  your  foes  are  homeward  Bed, 

And  hods  on  hofts  in  triumph  led, 

“  And  hundreds  ®aim*d  and  thoufands  dead, 

A  timid  race  Hi  all  then  fucceed, 

“  Sha11  m-ht  the  virtues  of  the  firmer  race* 
That  brought  your  tyrant  to  difgrace, 

“  Shall  give  your  honours  to  an  odious  train. 

Who  fhunn’d  all  conflicts  on  the  main 
“  And  dar’d  no  battles  on  the  bloody  plain, 

“  Whofe  little  fouls  funk  in  the  gloomy  day 
“  When  Virtue  only  could  fupport  the  fray 
And  fundiine  friends  kept  off— or  ran  away.’1 

So  fpoke  the  chief,  and  rais’d  his  funeral  pyre— 
Around  him  foon  the  crackling  dames  afcend  j 
fmil  d  amid  the  fervours  of  the  fire 
1  o  think  his  troubles  were  fo  near  their  end, 

"'Till  the  freed  foul,  her  debt  to  nature  paid, 

Rofe  from  the  afhcs  that  her  prifon  made. 

And  i ought  the  world  unknown,and  dark  oblivion’s  diade. 

RIVINGTON’s  REFLECTIONS. 

December,  17S2, 

♦ 

Inclufus  pccnam  expedtat.’* 


rp 

X  more  I  redeH,  the  more  plain  it  appears, 
3r  I  day,  I  mud  day  at  the  rifque  of  my  ears, 

3  have  fo  be-pepper’d  the  foes  of  cur  throne, 
Be-rebel’d,  be-devil’d,  and  told  them  their  own. 


RIVING  TON’S  REFLECTIONS. 


3s* 

That  if  we  give  up  to  thefe  rebels  at  laft, 

”Tis  a  chance  if  my  ears  will  atone  for  the  paft. 

’Tis  always  the  beft  to  provide  for  the  worft— ’ 

So  evacuation  I’ll  mention  the  farft  : 

If  Carleton  Ihould  fail  for  our  dear  native  lhore 
(As  Clinton,  Cornwallis,  and  Howe  did  before) 

And  take  off  the  foldiers  that  ferve  for  our  guard, 

(A  ftep  that  the  Tories  would  think  rather  hard) 

< 

Yet  kill  I  furmife,  for  aught  I  can  fee, 

No  Congrefs  or  Senates  would  meddle  with  me. 

For  what  have  I  done,  when  wre  come  to  confider* 

1  But  fold  my  commodities  to  the  beft  bidder  ? 

If  I  offer’d  to  lie  for  the  fake  of  a  poft. 

Was  I  to  be  blam’d  if  the  king  offer’d  moft  ? 

The  King’s  Royal  Printer  ! — Five  hundred  a  year  ! 
Between  you  and  me  ’tvras  a  handfome  affair : 

Who  would  not  for  that  give  matters  a  ffretch 
And  lie  back  and  forward,  and  carry  and  fetch. 

May  have  fome  pretenfions  to  honour  and  fame  ; 

But  what  are  they  both  but  the  found  of  a  name. 

Mere  words  to  deceive  us,  as  I  have  found  long  lince. 
Live  on  them  a  week,  and  you’ll  find  they’re  but  nonfenfe* 
The  late  news  from  Cnarlefton  my  mind  has  perplext, 
Tf  that  is  abandon’d,  I  know  what  goes  next  : 

This  city  of  York  is  a  place  of  great  note, 

And  that  we  fhoula  hold  it  I  now  give  my  vote  j 
But  what  are  our  votes  againft  Shelburne’s  decrees  ? 
Thefe  people  at  helm  freer  us  juft  where  they  pleafe-. 

So  often  they’ve  had  us  all  hands  on  the  brink, 

They’ll  fteer  us  at  laft  to  the  devil,  I  think  : 

And  though  in  the  danger  themfelves  have  a  ftiare* 

It  will  do  us  fraall  good  that  they  alfo  go  there. 
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It  is  true  that  the  Tories,  their  children  and  wives 
Have  offer’d  to  flay  at  the  rifque  of  their  lives, 

And  gain  to  themfelves  an  immortal  renown 
By  all  turning  foldiers,  and  keeping  the  town  ; 
Whoe’er  was  the  Tory  that  ftruck  out  the  plan. 

In  my  humble  conceit,  was  a  very  good  man  $ 

But  our  words  on  this  fubjedt  need  be  very  few—* 
Already  I  fee  that  it  never  will  do  : 

For,  fuppofe  a  few  fhips  fhould  be  left  us  by  Britain, 
With  Tories  to  man  them,  and  other  things  fitting, 

In  truth  we  fhould  be  in  a  very  fine  box. 

As  well  they  might  guard  us  with  fhips  on  the  flocks. 
And  when  I  beheld  them  aboard  and  afloat, 

1  am  fu:e  I  fhould  think  of  the  bear  in  the  boat** 

On  the  faith  of  a  Printer,  things  look  very  black _ 

And  what  fhall  we  do,  alas  !  and  alack  ! 

Shall  we  quit  our  young  princes  and  full  blooded  peers. 
And  bow  down  to  Vifcounts  and  French  Chevaliers  ? 
Perhaps  you  will  fay,  “  As  the  very  laftfhift 
“  We’ll  go  to  New  Scotland,  and  take  the  king’s  gift 
Goon  folks,  do  your  will — but  I  vow  and  I  fwear, 

I  11  be  boil  d  into  foup  before  I’ll  live  there  : 

Is  it  thus  that  our  monarch  his  fubjedls  degrades  ? _ _ 

Let  him  go  and  be  d— ——  d  with  his  axes  and  fpades, 

Of  all  the  vile  countries  that  ever  were  known 
In  the  frigid  or  torrid  or  temperate  zone, 

(From  accounts  that  I’ve  had)  there  is  not  fuch  another  5 
It  neither  belongs  to  this  world  or  the  other  : 

A  favour  they  think  it  to  fend  us  there  gratis 
To  fing  like  the  Jews  at  the  river  Euphrates, 

And,  after  furmounting  the  rage  of  the  billows, 


*  See  Gay’s  Fables. 
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Hang  ourfelves  up  at  lad  with  our  harps  on  the  willows  : 
Ere  I  fail  for  that  fhore  may  I  take  my  laft  nap — 

Why,  it  gives  me  thepaify  to  look  on  its  map  ! 

And  he  that  goes  there  (though  I  mean  to  be  civil) 

May  fairly  be  faid  to  have  gone  to  the  Devil. 

ShallI  pufh  forOld  England, and  whine  at  the  throne? 
Alas,  they  have  Je  mmie  s  enough  of  their  own  ! 

Beiides,  fuch  a  name  I  have  got  from  my  trade, 

They  would  think  I  was  lying,  whatever  I  faid  ; 

Thus  fcheme  as  I  will,  or  contrive  as  I  may, 

Continual  difficulties  rife  in  the  way  : 

In  ffiort,  if  they  let  me  remain  in  this  realm, 

What  is  it  to  Jemmy  who  Hands  at  the  helm  ? 

I’ll  petition  the  rebels  (if  York  is  forfaken) 

For  a  place  in  their  Zion  which  ne’er  ffiall  be  ffiaken  ; 

I  am  fure  they’ll  be  clever  :  it  feems  tlkir  whole  ftudy  : 
They  hung  not  young  Asgill  for  old  captain  Huddy, 
And  it  muft  be  a  truth  that  admits  no  denying, 

If  they  fpare  us  for  murder  they’ll  fpare  us  for  lying. 

RIVINGTON’s  REFLECTIONS, 

[  CONTINUED.  ] 

“  Incertus  quo  fata  ferant,  quo  fiftere  detur.”  rirg. 

F  OLKS  may  think  as  they  plcafe,  but  to  me  it  would 
feem,  [dream  : 

That  our  great  men  at  home  have  done  nothin?  but 
Such  trimming  and  twilling  and  fliifting  about, 

And  fome  getting  in,  and  others  turn’d  out  ; 
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And  yet,  with  their  bragging  and  looking  fo  big, 

AH  they  did  was  to  dance  a  theatrical  jig  : 

Seven  years  now,  and  more,  we  have  try’d  every  plan,, 
And  are  juft  as  near  conquering  as  when  we  began. 
Great  things  were  expe&ed  from  Clinton  and  Howe, 
But  what  have  they  done,  or  where  are  they  now  ? 

Sir  Guy  was  fent  over  to  kick  up  a  duft. 

Who  already  prepares  to  return  in  dlfguji _ 

The  objedt  delufive  we  wifh  to  attain 

Has  been  in  our  reach,  and  may  be  fo  again _ 

But  fo  oddly  does  heaven  its  bounties  difpenfe, 

And  has  granted  our  king  fuch  a  fmall  Ihare  of  fenfe 
That,  let  Fortune  favour  or  fmile  as  Ihe  will, 

We  are  doom’d  to  drive  on  like  a  horfe  in  a  mill, 

And  though  we  may  feem  to  advance  on  our  rout, 

I  is  but  to  return  to  where  we  fat  out. 

I  rom  hence  I  infer  (by  way  of  improvement) 

I  hat  nothing  is  got  by  this  circular  movement  j 
And  I  plainly  perceive,  from  this  fatal  delay. 

We  are  going  to  ruin  the  round-about  way  ! 

Some  nations,  like  fhips,  give  up  to  the  gale, 

And  are  hurry’d  afliore  with  a  full  flowing  fail  j 
So  Sweden  iubmitted  to  abfolute  power, 

And  freemen  were  chang’d  to  be  flaves  in  an  hour  j 
1  hus  1  heodore  foon  from  his  grandeur  came  down, 
Forfaking  his  fubje&s  and  Corfican  crown  £ 

But  we — ’tis  our  fate,  without  ally  or  friend, 

£  o  go  to  perdition  cloje  haul'd  to  the  wind. 

The  cafe  is  too  plain,  that  if  I  ftay  here 
I  have  fomething  to  hope  and  fomewhat  to  fear  : 

In  regard  to  my  carcafe,  I  ftiould  n’t  mind  that — 

/  can  fay  ((  I  have  liv’d,”  and  have  grown  very  fat  j 
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Have  been  in  my  day  remarkably  fhifty. 

And  Toon,  very  foon,  will  be  verging  on  fifty. 

’Tis  time  for  the  ftate  of  the  dead  to  prepare, 

’Tis  time  to  confider  how  things  will  go  there  ; 

Some  few  are  admitted  to  Jupiter’s  hall. 

But  the  kitchen  of  Pluto  is  open  to  all — * 

The  day  is  approaching  as  faft  as  it  can 
When  Jemmy  fhall  be  a  mere  moderate  man, 

Shall  fleep  under  ground  both  fummer  and  winter, 
Thehufkof  a  man,  and  the  fhell  of  a  printer, 

And  care  not  a  farthing  for  George,  or  his  line, 

What  empires  ftart  up,  or  what  kingdoms  decline. 

Our  parfon  la  ft  Sunday  brought  tears  from  my  eyes, 
When  he  told  us  of  heaven,  I  thought  of  my  lies— 

To  his  flock  he  defcrib’d  it,  and  laid  it  before  ’em, 

(As  if  he  had  been  in  its  SanEium  SanEicrum) 
Recounted  its  beauties  that  never  fhall  fade. 

And  quoted  John  Bunyan  to  prove  what  he  faia  5 
Debarr’d  from  the  gate  who  the  truth  fhould  deny. 

Or  “  whofoe’er  loveth  or  maketh  a  lie.” 

Thro’  the  courfe  of  my  life  it  has  ftill  been  my  lot 
In  fpite  of  myfelf  to  fay  u  things  that  are  not,” 

And  therefore  fufpedb  that  upon  my  deceafe 
Not  a  poet  will  leave  me  to  Humber  in  peace. 

But  at  leaft  once  a  week  be-fcribble  the  ftone 
Where  Jemmy,  poor  Jemmy,  lies  fleeping  alone  ! 

H  owe’er  in  the  long  run  thefe  matters  may  be. 

If  the  fcripture  is  true  it  has  bad  news  for  me — 

And  yet,  when  I  come  to  examine  the  text. 

And  the  learn’d  annotations  that  Poolx  has  annex’d, 
Throughout  the  black  lift  of  the  people  that  fin 
I  cannot  once  find  that  I’m  mention’d  therein  ; 
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Whoremongers,  idolaters,  all  are  left  out. 

And  wizzards  and  dogs  (which  is  proper,  no  doubt) 
But  he  who  fays  I’m  there,  miftakes  or  forgets— 
it  mentions  no  Printers  of  Royal  Gazettes  5 
In  t.uth,  I  have  need  of  a  manfion  of  reft, 

And  here  to  remain  might  fuit  me  the  beft— 
Philadelphia  in  fome  things  would  anfwer  as  well, 
(Some  Tories  are  there,  and  my  papers  might  fell) 

But  then  I  Ihould  live  amongft  wrangling  and  ftrife. 
And  be  forc’d  to  fay  credo  the  reft  of  my  life  : 

For  their  fudden  converfion  I’m  much  at  a  lofs _ 

I  am  tola  that  they  bow  to  the  wood  of  the  crofs. 

And  worfhip  the  r cliques  tranfported  from  Rome, 

St.  Peter  s  toe-nails  and  St.  Anthony’s  comb.— 

II  thus  the  true  faith  they  no  longer  defend 

I  fcarcely  can  think  where  the  madnefs  will  end— 

It  the  greater!  among  them  fubmit  to  the  Pope, 

What  reafon  have  I  for  indulgence  to  hope  ? 

It  the  Congrefs  themfelves  to  the  Chapel  did  pafs,* 
^  e  may  fvvear  that  poor  Jemmy  would  have  to  Ling  mafs. 

*  “  0n  the  4th  of  November  laft,  the  clergy  and  feleft  men  of 
Bolton  paraded  through  the  ftreets  after  a  crucifix,  and  joined 
“  in  a  procefiion  in  praying  for  a  departed  foul  out  of  Purgatory  5 
“  and  for  this  they  gave  the  example  of  Congrefs,  and  other  Arne- 
“  rican  leaders,  on  a  former  occafion  at  Philadelphia,  fome  of 
“  whom>  it  is  faid,  even  went  io  far  as  to  fprinkle  themfelves 
with  what  they  call  holy  water.” 

Royal  Gazette ,  of  Decern,  n.  inft. 
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City  of  New-York,  Jan.  i,  i783# 

TO  the  Senate  of  York,  with  all  due  fubmiffion. 

Of  honed  HUGH  GAIN E  the  humble  Petitions 
An  Account  of  bis  Life  he  will  alfo  prefix. 

And  fome  trifles  that  happened  in  feventy-fix ; 

He  hopes  that  your  Honours  will  take  no  offence. 

If  he  fends  you  fome  groans  of  contrition  from  hence. 
And  further  to  prove  that  he’s  truly  fincere, 

He  wilhes  you  all  a  happy  new  year. 


A  ND,  firft,  he  informs,  in  his  reprefentation, 

That  he  once  was  a  printer  of  fome  reputation, 

And  dwelt  in  the  ftreet  call’d  Hanover  Square, 

/You’ll  know  where  it  is  if  you  ever  was  there) 

Next  door  to  the  drug  fhop  of  do&or  Brownejohn, 
(Who  now  to  the  dog-houfe  of  Pluto  is  gone) 

But  what  do  I  talk— —who  e  er  came  to  town, 

And  knew  not  Hugh  Caine  at  the  Bible  and  Crown • 
Now,  if  I  were  ever  fo  given  to  lie, 

My  dear  native  country  I  would  n’t  deny  5 
(I  know  you  love  Teagues)  and  I  fhall  not  conceal 
That  I  came  from  the  kingdom  where  Phelim  O’Neale 
And  other  brave  worthies  ate  butter  and  cheeie. 

And  walk’d  in  the  clover  fields  up  to  their  knees  : 

Full  early  in  youth,  without  bafket  or  burden. 

With  a  {faff  in  my  hand  I  pafs’d  over  Jordan, 

(I  remember  my  comrade  was  dodtor  Magraw, 

And  many  ftrange  things  on  the  waters  we  faw, 
Sharks,  dolphins,  and  fea-dogs,  bonettas,  and  whales, 
And  birds  at  the  tropic  with  quills  in  their  tails) 

And  came  to  your  city  and  government  feat, 

And  found  it  was  true  you  had  fomething  to  eat  } 
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When  thus  I  wrote  home_«  The  country  is  good, 

„  _^ey  e  pIenty  0f  v!auals  plenty  of  wood  : 
„  The  Pe°P‘e^  kind,  and,  whate’er  they  may  think, 
(hall  make  it  appear  I  can  fwim  where  they'll  fink  • 
‘ ‘  And  yet  they’re  fo  briik,  and  fo  full  of  good  cheer  ’ 

'  y  my  f°ul  1  theX  have  always  new  year, 

And  thercforc  c°nceive  it  is  good  to  be  here  ,’* 

So  faid,  and  fo  added — I  put  up  a  prefs. 

And  piinted  away  with  amazing  fuccefs  ; 

Neglefted  my  perfon,  and  look’d  like  a  fright, 

Was  bother’d  all  day,  and  was  bufy  all  night,  ' 

Saw  money  come  in  as  the  papers  went  out,  ’ 

While  Parker  and  Weyman  *  were  driving  about. 

And  curling,  and  fwearing,  and  chewing  their  cuds 

cind  w, filing  Hugh  Gaine  and  his  prefs  in  the  Aids, 

,  Old  Weyman  was  printer,  you  know,  to  the  king, 

And  t!>ouSht  he  had  got  all  the  world  in  a  firing, 

1  hough  riches  not  always  attend  on  a  throne) 

1  or  he  fwore  I  had  found  the  philofopher’s  ftone. 

And  call’d  me  a  rogue  and  a  fon  of  a  bitch, 

Becaufe  I  knew  better  than  him  to  get  rich! 

^  To  malice  like  tbat’twas  invain  to  reply— 

Vou  had  known  by  his  looks  he  was  telling  a  lie, 

Ihus  life  ran  away,  fo  fmooth  and  ferene— 

Ah  !  thefe  were  the  happieft  days  I  had  feen  ! 

But  the  faying  of  Jacob  I  know  to  be  true, 

I  he  days  ot  thy  fervant  are  evil  and  few  !” 

J  1,e  days  that  t0  me  were  joyous  and  glad. 

Are  nothing  to  thofe  which  are  dreary  and  fad  ! 

The  teuds  of  the  Stamp- Aa  foreboded  foul  weather, 
And  war  and  vexation  all  coming  together; 

*  New-York  Printers. 
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Thofe  days  were  the  days  of  riots  and  mobs, 

Tar,  feathers,  and  tories,  and  troublefome  jobbs— 
Priefts  preaching  up  war  for  the  good  of  our  fouls , 

And  libels,  and  lying,  and  Liberty-Poles, 

From  which,  when  fome  whimfical  colours  you  wav’d. 
We  had  nothing  to  do,  but  look  up  and  be  fav’d — 
{You  thought,  by  refolding,  to  terrify  Britain — 
Indeed,  if  you  did,  you  were  damnably  bitten ) 

I  knew  it  would  bring  an  eternal  reproach. 

When  I  faw  you  a-burning  Cadwallader’s  *  coach  5 
I  knew  you  would  luffer  for  what  you  had  done, 

When  I  faw  you  lampooning  poor  Sawny  his  fon, 

And  bringing  him  down  to  fo  wretched  a  level, 

As  to  ride  him  about  in  a  cart  with  the  devil. 

Well,  as  I  predi&ed  that  matters  would  be— 

To  the  ftamp-adt  fucee-eded  a  tax  upon  Tea  ■: 

What  cheft-fulls  were  Scatter’d,  &  trampled,  8c  drown’d 
And  yet  the  whole  tax  was  but  threepence  per  pound  ! 
May  the  hammer  of  Death  on  my  noddle  defcend.. 

And  Satan  torment  me  to  time  without  end. 

If  this  was  a  reafon  to  fly  into  quarrel?, 

And  feuds  that  have  ruin’d  our  manners  and  morals  5 
A  parfon  himfelf  might  have  fworn  round  the  compafs 
That  folks  for  a  trifle  ihould  make  fuch  a  rumpus , 

4 

Such  a  rout  as  to  fet  half  the  world  in  a  rage, 

Make  France,  Spain,  and  Holland  with  Britain  engage 
While  the  Emperor,  the  Swede,  the  Ruls,  and  the  Dan 
All  pity  John  Bull — and  run  oil  with  his  gain. 

But  this  was  the  feafon  that  I  muft  lament— 

I  firib  was  a  whig  with  an  honeft  intent } 

Not  a  fellow  among  them  talk'd  louder  or  bolder* 

Lieutenant-Governor  Cadwallackr  Cokleu. 
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With  his  fword  by  his  fide,  or  his  gun  on  his  fiioulder  ; 

♦  * 

Yes,  I  was  a  whig,  and  a  whig  from  my  heart. 

But  ftill  was  unwilling  with  Britain  to  part _ 

I  knew  to  oppofe  her  was  foolifli  and  vain, 

I  knew  file  would  turn  and  embrace  us  again. 

And  make  us  as  happy  as  happy  could  be, 

By  renewing  the  oera  of  mild  sixty-three 
And  yet,  like  a  cruel  undutiful  fon, 

Who  evil  returns  for  the  good  to  be  done , 

To  gain  a  mere  trifle,  a  fiiilling  or  fo, 

I  printed  fome  treafon  for  Philip  F _ neau. 

Some  damnable  poems  reflecting  on  Gage, 

The  King  and  his  Council,  and  writ  with  fuch  rage* 
So  full  of  inveCtive,  and  loaded  with  fpleen, 

So  pointedly  fiiarp,  and  fo  helliflily  keen, 

That,  at  leafl:  in  the  judgment  of  half  our  wife  men, 
Alecto  herfelf  made  the  nib  to  his  pen. 

At  this  time  arole  a  certain  king  Sears, 

Who  made  it  his  fiudy  to  banifli  our  fears  3 
He  was,  without  doubt,  a  perfon  of  merit* 

Great  knowledge,  fome  wit,  and  abundance  of  fpirit  ^ 
Could  talk  like  a  lawyer,  and  that  without  fee. 

And  threaten’d  perdition  to  all  that  drank  Tea. 

Ah  !  don’t  you  remember  what  a  vigorous  hand  he  put 
To  drag  off  thegreat  guns,  and  plague  captain  Vandeput .* 
T.  hat  night  "p  when  the  hero  ( his  patience  worn  out) 

Put  fire  to  his  cannons  and  folks  to  the  rout 
And  drew  up  his  fhip  with  a  Jprir.g  on  her  cable , 

And  gave  us  a  fecond  confufion  of  Babel, 

And  (what  was  more  folid  than  fcurrilous  language } 

*  Captain  of  the  Afia  man  of  war. 

+  Augujt,  i775. 
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Pour’d  on  us  a  tempeft  of  round Jhot  and  langrage  $ 
Scarce  a  broadfidewas  ended ’till  another  began  again— 
By  Jove  !  it  was  nothing  but  Fire  away  Flannagan  !  * 
At  firft  we  fuppos’d  it  was  only  a  iham, 

’Till  he  drove  a  round  ball  thro’  the  roof  of  black  Sam  $•{* 
The  town  by  their  flalhes  was  fairly  enlighten’d. 

The  women  mifcarry’d,  the  beaus  were  all  frighten’d  5 

Tor  my  part,  I  hid  in  a  cellar  (as  fages 

And  Chriftians  were  wont  in  the  primitive  ages  : 

Thus  the  Prophet  of  old  that  was  rapt  to  the  Jky , 

Lay  fnug  in  a  cave  ’till  the  tempeft  went  by, 

But,  as  foon  as  the  comforting  fpirit  had  fpoke. 

He  rofe  and  came  out  with  his  myftical  cloak) 

Yet  I  hardly  could  boaft  of  a  moment  of  rej ?, 

The  dogs  were  a-howling,  the  town  was  diflreft  !  — 

But  our  terrors  foon  vaniih’d,  for  fuddenly  Sears 
Renew’d  our  loft  courage  and  dry’d  up  our  tears. 

Our  memories,  indeed,  rauft  have  ftrangely  decay’d 
If  we  cannot  remember  what  speeches  he  made. 
What  handfome  harangues  upon  every  occafion, 

How  he  laugh’d  at  the  whim  of  a  Brit  ip  Invaflon  ! 

“  P — x  take ’em,  (faidhe)  dove  think  they  will  come  ? 
“  If  they  fliou’d — we  have  only  to  beat  on  our  drum, 
iC  And  run  up  the  flag  of  American  freedom, 

“  And  people  will  mufler  by  millions  to  bleed  'em  ! 

“  What  freeman  need  value  fuch  blackguards  as  thefe  ? 
Let  us  link  in  our  channel  fome  Chenjaux  defrife — - 
And  tnen  let  em  come— and  we’ll  Ihow  ’em  fair  play— 
“  But  they  are  not  madmen — I  tell  you — not  they  !” 

*  A  cant  phrafe  among  privateers  men, 
t  A  noted  tavern-keeper  in  New-YorR, 
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From  this  very  day  ’till  the  Britijh  came  in. 

We  liv’d,  I  may  l'ay,  in  the  Defart  of  Sin 
Such  beating  and  bruifing  and  fcratcbjng  and  tearing , 
Such  kicking  and  cuffing  and  curfing  and  fwearin?  ! 
u>ut  when  they  advanc  d  with  their  numerous  fleet, 
And  Washington  made  his  nocturnal  retreat , 
(And  which  they  permitted,  I  fay,  to  their  fhame. 

Or  elfeyour  new  empire  had  been  but  a  name) 

JVe  townfmen,  like  women,  of  Britons  in  dread3 
Miftrufied  their  meaning,  and  foolifhly  fled  j 
Like  the  ref  of  the  dunces  I  mounted  my  fteed, 
And  gallop  d  away  with  incredible  fpeed, 

To  Newark  I  flattened— but  trouble  and  care 
Got  up  on  the  crupper  a r.d  follow'd  me  there  ! 

J  here  I  icarceiy  got  fuel  to  keep  myfelf  warm, 

-And  fcarcely  found  fpiritsto  weather  the  form  j 
And  was  quickly  convinc’d  I  had  little  to  do, 

(  The  IVhigs  were  in  arms,  and  my  readers  were  few) 
So  after  remaining  one  cold  winter  feafon. 

And  fluffing  my  papers  with  fomething  like  treafon. 
And  meeting  misfortunes  and  endlefs  difatters. 

And  fore  d  tofubmit  toa  hundred  new  mafers, 

3  thought  it  more  prudent  to  hold  to  the  one — 

And  (after  repenting  for  what  I  had  done, 

And  curfing  my  folly  and  idle  purfuits) 

Return'd  to  the  city,  and  hung  up  my  boots. 

As  matters  have  gone,  it  was  plainly  a  blunder, 
But  then  I  expe&ed  the  Whigs  mutt  knock  under. 
And  I  always  adhere  to  the  fword  that  is  longett. 

And  flick  to  the  party  that’s  like  to  be  ftrongeA  ; 
i  hat  you  have  fucceeded  is  merely  a  chance, 

3  never  once  dreamt  of  the  conduit  of  France  ! — 
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If  alliance  with  her  you  were  promis’d — at  lead 
You  ought  to  have  Ihow’d  me  your  Star  in  the  Eaf,  > 
Not  let  me  go  off  uninform’d  as  a  beak.  ) 

When  your  army  I  faw  without  kockings  or  fhoes, 

Or  victuals — or  money  to  pay  them  their  dues, 
(Excepting  your  wretched  Congreffional  paper , 

That  flunk  in  my  nofe  like  the  fnuff  of  a  taper, 

A  cart  load  of  which  for  a  dram  might  be  fpent  all. 
That  damnable  bubble  the  old  continental , 

That  took  people  in  at  this  wonderful  criks, 

With  its  mottos  and  emblems,  and  cunning  devices  ;  -  > 

Which,  bad  as  it  was,  you  were  forc’d  to  admire. 

And  which  was,  in  fa<k,  the  pillar  of  fire, 

To  which  you  dire&ed  your  wandering  nofes, 

Like  the  Jews  in  the  defart  conduced  by  Mosf.s) 

W  hen  I  faw  them  attended  with  famine  and  fear , 
Diftrefs  in  their  front  and  Idcnve  in  their  rear  ; 

When  I  faw  them  for  debt  inceflantly  dunn’d. 

Nor  a  fhilliflg  to  pay  them  laid  up  in  your  fund  ; 

Your  ploughs  at  a  Hand,  and  your  {hips  run  afhore— ■ 
When  this  was  apparent,  (and  need  1  fay  more  ?) 

I  handled  my  cane,  and  I  look'd  at  my  hat. 

And  cry’d — u  G — d  have  mercy  on  armies  like  that  !” 
I  took  up  my  bottle,  difdaining  to  {lay ^ 

And  faid — (e  Here’s  a  health  to  the  Vicar  of  Bray ,” 
And  cock’d  up  my  beaver,  and — knitted  away. 

Asham  n  of  my  condudk,  I  fneak’d  into  town, 

(Six  hours  and  a  quarter  the  fun  had  been  down) 

It  was,  I  remember,  a  cold  frofty  night, 

And  the  flars  in  the  firmament  glitter’d  as  bright 
As  if  (to  a  {fume  a  poetical  kile) 

Old  Vulcan  had  lent  them  a  rub  with  his  file. 
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’Till  this  curfed  night,  I  can  honefily  fay* 

I  ne  er  before  dreaded  the  dawn  of  the  day  j 
Not  a  wolf  or  a  fox  that  is  caught  in  a  trap 
E’er  was  fo  afham’d  of  his  nightly  miihap— 

I  could  n’t  help  thinking  what  ills  might  befal  me, 
What  rebels  and  rafcals  the  Briti/h  would  call  me. 
And  how  I  might  fufler  in  credit  and  pur fe, 

If  not  in  my  perfon,  which  fiili  had  been  worfe  : 

At  length  I  refolv’d  (as  was  furely  my  duty) 

To  go  for  advice  to  parfon  Auchmuty: 

(The  parfon,  who  now  I  hope  is  in  glory, 

Was  then  upon  earth,  and  a  moderate  Tory, 

Not  Cooper  himfelf,  of  ideas  perplext, 
oo  nicely  could  handle  and  torture  a  text, 

When  bloated  with  lies,  thro’  his  trumpet  he  founded 
The  damnable  fin  of  refilling  a  crown’d  head) 

Like  a  penitent  finner,  and  dreading  my  fate. 

In  the  grey  of  the  morning  I  knock'd  at  his  gate  ; 
(No  doubt  he  was  vex’d  that  I  rous’d  him  fo  foon. 

For  his  worlhip  was  often  in  blankets  till  noon) 

At  length  he  approach’d  in  his  'vejlments  of  black — - 
(Alas,  my  poor  heart  !  it  was  then  on  the  rack. 

Like  a  man  in  an  ague,  or  one  to  be  try 'd  $ 

I  ihook— and  recanted,  and  fnivell’d,  and  figh’d) 

His  gown  of  itfelf  was  amazingly  big, 

Befides,  he  had  on  his  canonical  wig, 

And  frown’d  at  a  difiance  ;  but  when  he  came  near 
Look  d  pleafant  and  faid— What,  Hugh ,  are  you  here  ! 

Your  heart ,  lam  certain ,  is  horribly  harden' d, 

But  if  you  confefs — your  fin  ’will  be  pardon'd  j 
In  fpite  of  my  preachments ,  and  all  I  could  fay , 

Like  the  prodigal  fon ,  you  wander'd  away, 
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y0w  tell  me,  dear  penitent ,  which  is  the  heft, 

*To  be  with  the  rebels ,  purfu'd  and  diftreft , 

Devoid  of  all  comfort,  all  hopes  of  relief, 

Or  elfe  to  be  here,  and  eat  the  king's  beef  ? 

More  people  refemble  the fnake  than  the  dove. 

And  more  are  converted  by  terror  than  love  : 

JLike  a  Jheep  on  the  mountains,  or  rather  a  fzvine, 

Ton  wander'd  away  from  the  ninety  and  nine  : 

Awhile  at  the  offers  of  mercy  you  fpurnd, 

But  your  error  you  faw,  and  at  length  have  return'd  ; 
Our  Mafter  will  therefore  conftder  your  cafe , 

And  reft  ore  you  again  to  favour  and  grace, 

Great  light  Jhall  arife  from  utter  confufton. 

And  rebels  jhall  live  to  lament  their  delufton » 

(i  Ah,  rebels  !  (faid  I)  they  are  rebels  indeed — 

<c  Chaftifement,  I  hope,  by  the  king  is  decreed  :  [ters, 
(i  They  have  hung  up  his  fubje£ta  with  bed-cords  &  h a  1  - 
“  And  banilh’d  his  prophets,  and  thrown  down  his  altars , 
And  I — even  I — while  I  ventur’d  to  ftay, 

(t  They  fought  for  my  life — to  take  it  away  ! 

<c  I  therefore  propofe  to  come  under  your  wing, 

“  A  foe  to  rebellion — a  Have  to  the  king.” 

Such  pitiful  whining  in  fcriptural  Ryle 
Work’d  out  my  falvation,  at  leaft  for  awhile  ; 

The  parfon  pronounc’d  me  deferring  of  grace, 

And  fo  they  reftor’d  me  to  prcftt  and  place . 

But  days  fuch  as  thefe  were  too  happy  to  la  ft  : 

The  fand  of  felicity  fettled  too  faft  ! 

When  I  fwore  and  protefted  I  honour’d  the  throne 
The  leaft  they  could  do  was  to  let  me  alone  ; 

Though  George  I  compar’d  to  an  angel  above, 

They  wanted  fome  folider  proofs  of  my  love  ; 
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And  fo  they  oblig’d  me  each  morning  to  come 
And  turn  in  the  ranks  at  the  beat  of  the  drum. 
While  often,  too  often  (I  tell  it  with  pain) 

They  menac’d  my  head  with  a  hickory  cane, 

While  others  my  betters  as  much  were  oppreft— 

Eut  rtiame  and  confution  fhall  cover  the  reft. 

y  ou  doubt,efs  will  think  I  am  dealing  in  fable 
When  I  tell  you  I  guard  an  officer's  Jiable— 

With  ufage  like  this  my  feelings  are  ftung  ; 

The  next  thing  will  be,  I  muft  heave  out  the  dung  ! 
Six  hours  in  the  day  is  duty  too  hard. 

And  Rivington  fneers  whene’er  I  mount  guard, 

And  laughs  till  his  fides  are  ready  to  fplit 
With  his  jells,  and  his  fatires  and  fayings  of  wit : 
Becaufe  he’s  excus’d  on  account  of  his  poll 
He  cannot  go  by  without  making  his  boaft. 

As  if  I  was  all  that  is  fervile  and  mean— 

But  Fortune  perhaps  may  alter  the  fcene. 

And  give  him  his  turn  to  Hand  in  the  ftreet. 

Burnt  brandy  fupporting  his  radical  heat—  ? 

Wl  T  H  hIs  P^unch  of  a  and  his  brains  of  an  oyfter, 

W henCe  the  mjTchief came  he  with  his  radical  moifture. 
Or  what  for  the  king  or  the  caufe  has  he  done 

That  we  muft  be  toiling  while  he  can  look  on  ? 

From  hence  you  may  guefs  I  do  nothing  but  grieve. 
And  where  we  are  going  I  cannot  conceive— 

The  wife  ft  among  us  a  change  are  expecting  ; 

It  is  not  for  nothing  thefe  flips  are  collecting, 

It  is  not  for  nothing  that  Matthews  the  may  ft 
And  legions  of  Tories  for  failing  prepare  ; 

It  is  not  for  nothing  that  John  Goghill  Knap 
Is  fling  his  papers  and  plugging  his  tap  \ 


See  Skinner  himfell,  the  fighting  attorney. 

Is  boiling  potatoes  to  i'erve  a  long  journey  5 
But  where  they  are  going  or  meaning  to  travel 
Would  puzzle  John  Fauftus  himfelf  to  unravel, 

Perhaps  to  Penobfcot  to  ftarve  in  the  barrens, 

Perhaps  to  St.  John’s,  in  the  gulph  of  St.  Lawrence  j 
Perhaps  to  New  Scotland  to  perifii  with  cold, 

Perhaps  to  Jamaica,  like  fiaves  to  be  fold, 

Where  fcorch’d  by  the  fummer  all  nature  repines. 
Where  Phcebus,  great  Phcebus,  too  glaringly  ffiines, 
And  fierce  from  the  zenith  diverging  his  ray 
Diftrefles  the  ifle  with  a  torrent  of  day. 

Since  matters  are  thus,  with  proper  fubmifiion 
Permit  me  to  offer  my  humble  petition  ; 

(Though  the  form  is  uncommon,  and  lawyers  may  fneer, 
With  truth  I  can  tell  you  the  fcribe  is  fincere) 

THAT,  fince  it  is  plain  we  are  going  away. 

You  will  fuft'er  Hugh  Game  unmolefted  to  ftay. 

His  fand  is  near  run  (life  itfelf  is  a  fpan) 

So  leave  him  to  manage  as  well  as  he  can  : 

Whoe’er  are  his  matters,  or  monarchs,  or  regents, 

For  the  future  he’ll  promife  to  fwear  them  allegiance  5 
If  the  Turk  with  his  turban  fhould  fet  up  at  laft  here 
While  he  gives  him  protection  he’ll  own  him  his  matter, 
And  yield  due  obedience  (when  Britain  is  gone) 

Though  rul’d  by  the  fceptre  of  Presbyter  John. 

My  prefs,  that  has  call’d  you  (as  tyranny  drove  her) 
Rogues,  rebels  and  rafcals,  a  thoufand  times  oa’er, 

Shall  be  at  your  fervice  by  day  and  by  night, 

To  publi fh  whate’er  you  think  proper  to  write  : 

Thofe  types  which  have  rais’d  George  the  third  to  a  level 


i;  p  • 

■mm 


iltii 


I 


II  m 


ii 


32i  HUGH^AJNE’s  LIFE* 

Vith  angels  /hall  prove  him  as  black  as  the  deviL 
To  him  that  contriv’d  him  a  /hame  and  difgrace, 

N°r  bleft  with  one  vir^e  to  honour  his  race  ! 

Who  knows  but,  in  time,  I  may  rife  to  be  great, 
And  have  the  good  fortune  to  manage  a  flate  ? 

Great  noife  among  people  great  changes  denotes. 

And  I  /hall  have  money  to  purchafe  their  votes— 

The  time  is  approaching,  I’U  venture  to  fay. 

When  folks  of  my  /lamp  /hall  come  into  play. 

When  the  falfe-hearted  Tory  /hall  give  himfelf  airs. 
And  rife  to  take  hold  of  the  helm  of  affairs, 

While  the  honeft  bold  foldier  that  fought  your  renown, 
Like  a  dog  in  the  dirt  /hall  be  cru/h’d  and  held  down. 

Of  honours  and  profits  allow  me  a  /hare  ! 

I  frequently  dream  of  a  prefident’s  chair  ! 

And  vifions  full  often  intrude  on  my  brain, 

I  hat  for  me  to  inteipret,  would  rather  be  vain. 

Llest  feafons  advance,  when  Tones  /hall  find 
That  they  can  be  happy,  and  Whigs  can  be  kind. 

When  Rebels  no  longer  at  Traitors  /hall  fpurn. 

When  Arnold  himfelf  /hall  in  triumph  return  l 
But  my  paper  informs  me  it’s  time  to  conclude  5 

I  fear  my  addrefs  has  been  rather  too  rude _ 

If  it  has— /or  my  boldnefs  your  pardon  I  pray, 

And  further,  at  prefent,  prefume  not  to  fay, 

Except  that  (for  form’s  fake)  in  hafie  I  remain 
^our  humble  Petitioner— honeft— HU  GH  GAIN  E, 
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OCCASIONED  BY 

The  Departure  of  the  British  from  Charleston* 

December  14,  1782. 


H  IS  triumphs  of  a  moment  done* 

His  race  of  defolation  run, 

The  Briton,  yielding  to  his  fears, 

To  other  fhores  with  forrow  fleers  : 

To  other  fhores— and  coarfer  climes 
He  goes,  reflecting  on  his  crimes, 

His  broken  oaths,  a  murder’d  Hayne, 
And  blood  of  thoufands,  fpilt  in  vain. 

To  Cooper's  flream,  advancing  flow, 

Ajhley  no  longer  tells  his  woe, 

No  longer  mourns  his  limpid  flood 
Difcolour’d  deep  with  human  blood. 

Lo  !  where  thofe  focial  flreams  combine 
Again  the  friends  of  F  reedom  join  ; 

And,  while  they  ftray  where  once  they  bled. 
Rejoice  to  find  their  tyrants  fled. 

Since  memory  paints  that  difmal  day 
When  Britifh  fquadrons  held  the  fway, 

And  circling  clofe  on  every  fide. 

By  fea  and  land  retreat  deny’d— 

Shall  fhe  recall  that  mournful  fcene. 

And  not  the  virtues  of  a  Greene, 

Who  great  in  war — in  danger  try’d, 

Has  won  the  day,  and  crufh’d  their  pride, 
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Through  barren  wattes  and  ravag’d  lands 
He  led  his  bold  undaunted  bands. 

Through  fickly  climes  his  ttandard  bore 
Where  never  army  march’d  before  : 

By  fortitude,  with  patience  join’d, 

(The  virtues  of  a  noble  mind) 

He  fpread,  where’er  our  wars  are  known, 

His  country’s  honour  and  his  own. 

Like  Hercules,  his  generous  plan 
Was  to  redrefs  the  wrongs  of  men  3 
Like  him,  accuftomed  to  fubdue. 

He  freed  the  world  from  tnotijiers 
Through  every  want  and  every  ill 
We  fawhim  perfevering  ttill. 

Through  Autumn’s  damps  and  Summer’s  heat, 
*  fill  his  great  purpofe  was  complete. 

Like  the  bold  eagle,  from  the  /kies. 

That  /loops  to  feize  his  trembling  prize. 

He  darted  on  the  /laves  of  kings 
At  Camden  plains  and  Eutaw  Springs. 

Ah  !  had  our  friends  that  led  the  fray 
Surviv’d  the  ruins  of  that  day. 

We  /hould  not  damp  our  joy  with  pain. 

Nor  fympathifing  now  complain. 

Strange  !  that  of  thofe  who  nobly  dare 
Death  always  claims  fo  large  a  /hare, 

That  thofe  of  feelings  moft  refin’d 
Are  fooneft  to  the  grave  confign’d. 

But  fame  is  theirs — and  future  days 
On  pillar’d  brafs  /hall  tell  their  praifc  j 
Shall  tell— when  cold  negleft  is  dead — 

‘Xhefe  for  their  country  fought  and  bled, 
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The  King’s  Speech,  recommending  Peace  with  the 
American  States— March)  1783* 


G  ROWN  Tick  of  war,  and  war’s  alarms. 
Good  George  has  chang’d  his  note  at  laft— «» 
Conqueft  and  Death  have  loft  their  charms ; 

He  and  his  nation  ftand  aghaft 
To  fee  what  horrid  lengths  they’ve  gone, 
And  what  a  brink  they  ftand  upon. 

Old  Bute  and  North  !  twin  Tons  of  hell. 
If  you  advis’d  him  to  retreat 
Before  our  humbled  thoufands  fell 

And  lay  fubmiflive  at  his  feet, 

Awake  once  more  his  latent  fire, 

And  feed  with  hope  his  heart’s  defire  : 

The  Macedonian  wept  and  figh’d 
Becaufe  no  other  world  was  found 
Where  he  might  glut  his  rage  and  pride, 

And  by  its  ruin  be  renown’d  $ 

The  world  that  Sawuy  wi fil’d  to  view 
George  fairly  had  and  loft  it  too  ! 

Let  jarring  powers  make  war  or  peace, 

Monfter  ! — no  peace  fhall  greet  thy  breaft  : 

Our  murder’d  friends  fhall  never  ceafe 

To  hover  round  and  break  thy  reft  ! 
The  Furies  fhall  thy  bofom  tear, 

Remorfe,  diftra£tion  and  defpair 
And  hell  with  all  its  fiends  be  there  ! 
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Curs’d  be  the  /hip  that  e’er  fets  fail 
Hence,  freighted  for  thy  odious  fhore  5 
May  tempefts  o’er  her  ftrength  prevail, 
Deftrudion  round  her  roar  ! 

May  Nature  all  her  aids  deny. 

The  fun  refufe  his  light. 

The  needle  from  its  object  % 

No  ftar  appear  by  night  $ 

Till  the  bafe  pilot,  confcious  of  his  crime, 
Direds  the  prow  to  fome  more  grateful  clime. 

Genius  !  that  firfl:  our  race  defign’d. 

To  other  Icings  impart 
The  finer  feelings  of  the  mind. 

The  virtues  of  the  heart  j 
Whene’er  the  honours  of  a  throne 
fall  to  the  bloody  and  the  bafe, 

Like  Britain’s  monfter  pull  them  down, 

Like  his  be  their  di/grace  ! 


Hibernia,  feize  each  native  right ! 

Neptune,  exclude  him  from  the  main  ; 

Like  her  that  funk  with  all  her  freight. 

The  Royal  George ,  take  all  his  fleet, 

•And  never  let  them  rife  again  £ 

Confine  him  to  his  gloomy  ifie, 

Let  Scotland  rule  her  half. 

Spare  him  to  curfe  his  fate  awhile. 

And  Whitehead,*  thou  to  write  his  Epitaph. 
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TORY's  EPISTLE 
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One  of  his  Friends  in  Pennsylvania. — Written 
previous  to  his  departure  for  JNo'ua-Scotia . 

May,  1783. 


D  ARK  glooms  the  day  that  fees  me  leave  this  fhore. 
To  which  fate  whifpers  I  mufl  come  no  more  : 

From  civil  broils  what  dire  difafters  flow— ■ 

Thofe  broils  condemn  me  to  a  land  of  woe 
Where  barren  pine  trees  fhade  the  dreary  fteep, 

Frown  o’er  the  foil  or  murmur  to  the  deep, 

Where  fullen  fogs  their  heavy  wings  expand. 

And  nine  months  winter  chills  the  difmal  land  ! 

Could  no  kind  ftars  have  mark’d  a  different  way. 

Stars  that  prefiaed  on  my  natal  day  ?  — 

Why  is  not  man  endued  with  power  to  know 
The  ends  and  upfhots  of  events  below  ? 

Why  did  not  heaven  (fome  other  gift  deny’d) 

Teach  me  to  take  the  true-born  Buckskin  fide. 
Show  me  the  balance  of  the  wavering  fates 
And  fortune  fmiling  on  thefe  new-born  States  ! 

Friend  of  my  heart  ! — my  refuge  and  relief, 

Who  help’d  me  on  through  feven  long  years  of  grief, 
Whofe  better  genius  taught  you  to  remain 
In  the  foft  quiet  of  your  rural  reign, 

Who  kill  defpis’d  the  Rebels  and  their  caufe, 

And,  while  you  paid  the  taxes,  damn’d  their  laws, 
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And  wifely  flood  fpe&ator  of  the  fray 

Nor  trufled  George,  whate’er  he chofe  to  fay  5 

Thrice  happy  thou,  who  wore  a  double  face. 

And  as  the  balance  turn’d  could  each  embrace} 

Too  happy  Janus  !  had  I  fliar’d  thy  art, 

To  fpeak  a  language  foreign  to  my  heart, 

And  Hoop  d  from  pomp  and  dreams  of  regal  Hate, 

To  court  the  friendfhip  of  the  men  I  hate, 
f  hefe  drains  of  woe  had  not  been  penn’d  to-day, 

Nor  I  to  foreign  climes  been  forc’d  away  : 

Ah  !  George — that  name  provokes  my  keenefl  rage. 
Did  he  not  fwear,  and  promife,  and  engage 
His  loyal  fons  to  nurture  and  defend, 

To  be  their  God,  their  father  and  their  friend— 

Yet  bafely  quits  us  on  a  hoftile  coad, 

And  leaves  us  wretched  where  we  need  him  mod  ; 

His  is  the  part  to  promife  and  deceive, 

By  him  we  wander  and  by  him  we  grieve  j 
Since  the  fird  day  that  thefe  diffentions  grew, 

Y  hen  Gage  to  Bodon  brought  his  blackguard  crew. 
From  place  to  place  we  urge  our  vagrant  flight 
To  follow  dill  this  vapour  of  the  night, 

Jf  rom  town  to  town  have  run  our  various  race. 

And  a  died  all  that’s  mean  and  all  that’s  bafe— 

Yes— from  that  day  until  this  hour  we  roam, 

Yagrants  forever  from  our  native  home  ! 

And  yet,  perhaps,  fate  fees  the  golden  hour 
When  happier  hands  {hall  crufh  rebellious  power. 

When  hodile  tribes  their  plighted  faith  fhall  own 
And  fwear  fubjedlion  to  the  Britifli  throne, 

When  George  the  fourth  fhall  their  petitions  fpurn, 

And  banifli’d  Tories  to  their  fields  return. 


From  dreams  of  conqueft,  worlds  and  empires  won 
Britain  awaking,  mourns  her  fetting  fun, 

No  rays  of  joy  her  evening  hour  illume, 

’Tis  one  fad  chaos,  one  unmingled  gloom  i 
Too  foon  fhe  finks  unheeded  to  the  grave. 

No  eye  to  pity  and  no  hand  to  fave  : 

What  are  her  crimes  that  fhe  alone  muft  bend  ? 

Where  are  her  hofts  to  conquer  and  defend- 
Muft  fhe  alone  with  thefe  new  regions  part, 

Thefe  realms  that  lay  the  neareft  to  her  heart. 

But  foar’d  at  once  to  independent  power, 

Not  funk  like  Scotland  in  the  trying  hour  ? — 

See  fiothful  Spaniards  golden  empires  keep, 

And  rule  vaft  realms  beyond  the  Atlantic  deep  $ 

Muft  we  alone  furrender  half  our  reign, 

And  they  their  empires  and  their  worlds  retain  ? 
Britannia  rife— fend  Johnstone  to  Peru, 

Seize  thy  bold  thunders  and  the  war  renew, 

Conquejl  or  ruin-—  one  muft  be  thy  doom. 

Strike — and  fecure  a  triumph  or  a  tomb  ! 

But  we,  fad  outcafts  from  our  native  reign. 
Driven  from  thefe  fhores,  a  poor  deluded  train, 

In  diftant  wilds,  conduced  by  defpair, 

Seek,  vainly  feek,  a  hiding  place  from  care  ! 

Even  now  yon’  tribes,  the  foremoft  of  the  band, 
Croud  to  the  fhips  and  cover  all  the  ftrand  : 

Forc’d  from  their  friends  their  country  and  their  god 
I  fee  the  unhappy  mifcreants  leave  the  fod  ! 

Matrons  and  men  walk  forrowing  fide  by  fide 
And  virgin  grief,  and  poverty,  and  pride, 

All,  all  with  aching  hearts  prepare  to  fail 
And  late  repentance  that  has  no  avail  ? 


_ 
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While  yet  I  (land  on  this  forbidden  ground 
I  hear  the  death-bell  of  deilruftion  found. 

And  threatening  hofts  with  vengeance  on  their  brow 
Ciy  where  are  Britain’s  bafe  adherents  now  ?** 
Thefe,  hot  for  vengeance,  by  refentment  led. 

Blame  on  our  hearts  the  failings  of  the  head  j 
'lo  us  no  peace,  no  favours  they  extend, 

Thejr  rage  no  bounds,  their  hatred  knows  no  end 
In  one  firm  league  I  fee  them  all  combin’d, 

We,  like  the  damn’d,  can  no  forgivenefs  find _ , 

As  fo on  might  Satan  from  perdition  rife. 

And  the  loft  angels  gain  their  vanifh’d  ikies 
As  malice  ceafe  in  their  dark  fouls  to  burn. 

Or  we,  once  fled,  be  fuffer’d  to  return. 

Curs’d  be  the  union  that  was  form’d  with  France^ 
I  fee  their  hlhes  and  the  fars  advance  ! 

Did  they  not  turn  our  triumphs  to  retreats, 

And  prove  our  conquefts  nothing  but  defeats  , 

My  heart  mifgives  me  as  their  chiefs  draw  near, 

I  feel  the  influence  of  all  potent  fear. 

Henceforth  inuft  I,  abandon’d  and  diftreft, 

Knock  at  the  door  of  pride,  a  beggar  gueft. 

And  learn  from  years  of  mifery  and  pain 
Not  to  oppofe  fair  Freedom’s  caufe  again  !— . 

One  truth  is  clear  from  changes  fuch  as  thefe. 

Kings  cannot  always  conquer  when  they  pleafe^ 

Nor  are  they  rebels  who  mere  freedom  claim, 

Conqueft  alone  can  ratify  the  name _ 

But  great  the  talk,  their  efforts  to  controul 
When  genuine  virtue  fires  the  ftubborn  foul  5 
I  he  warlike  beaft  in  Lybian  deferts  plac’d 
1 0  reign  the  mafter  of  the  fun-burnt  wafts 
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Not  tamely  yields  to  bear  a  fervile  chain, 

Force  may  attempt  it,  and  atterfipt  in  vain. 

Nervous  and  bold,  by  native  valour  led, 

His  prowefs  (trikes  the  proud  invader  dead, 

By  force  nor  fraud  from  freedom’s  charms  beguil’d 
He  reigns  fecure  the  monarch  of  the  wild. 

TANTALUS. 


RlVINGTON’s  CONFESSIONS. 

PART  I. 

Addreffed  to  the  Whigs  of  New-You. 
December  31,  1783, 

Xj  O  N  G  life  and  low  fpirits  were  never  my  choice, 
As  long  as  I  live  I  intend  to  rejoice  j 
When  life  is  worn  out,  and  no  wine’s  to  be  had 
Tis  time  enough  then  to  be  ferious  and  fad. 

Tis  time  enough  then  to  refledt  and  repent 
When  our  liquor  is  gone,  and  our  money  is  fpent, 
But  I  cannot  endure  what  is  pra&is’d  by  fome 
This  anticipating  of  evils  to  come  : 

A  debt  muft  be  paid,  I  am  forry  to  fay, 

Alike,  in  their  turns,  by  the  grave  and  the  gay;. 

And  due  to  a  defpot  that  none  can  deceive 

gtsnts  us  no  refpite  and  figns  no  reprieve. 

T  t 
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Thrice  happy  is  he  that  from  care  can  retreat, 
And  its  plagues  and  vexations  put  under  his  feet  ; 
Blow  the  dorm  as  it  may,  he  is  always  in  trim. 
And  the  fun’s  in  the  zenith  forever  to  him. 

Since  the  world  thenln  earned:  is  nothing  but  care, 
(And  the  world  will  allow  I  have  alfo  my  lhare) 
Yet,  tofs  d  as  I  am  in  the  dormy  expanfe, 

The  bed  way,  I  find,  is  to  leave  it  to  chance. 


Look  round,  if  you  pleafe,  and  furvey  the  wide  ball 


And  chance,  you  will  find,  has  direction  of  all  : 


And  chance  may  dedroy  me  before  it  is  night  ! 


[a  ay? 


'  5Twas  a  chance,  a  mere  chance,  that  your  arms  gain’d  the 
■Fwas  a  chance  that  the  Britons  fo  foon  went  away, 

To  chance  by  their  leaders  the  nation  is  cad 
And  chance  to  perdition  will  fend  them  at  lad. 

Now  becaufe  I  remain  when  the  puppies  are  gone 
You  would  willingly  fee  me  hang’d  quarter’d  and  drawn* 
Though  I  think  I  have  logic  fufficient  to  prove 
That  the  chance  of  my  flay— is  a  proof  of  my  love. 

For  deeds  of  deflru&ion  fome  hundreds  are  ripe, 

But  the  word  of  my  foes  are  your  lads  of  the  type  s 
Becaufe  they  have  nothing  to  put  on  their  fhelves 
They  are  driving  to  make  me  as  poor  as  themfelves. 


Fheies  Loudon  and  Kollock,  thefe  drong  bulls  of 
Are  driving  to  hook  me  awray  from  my  dation, 
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.And  Holt,  all  at  once,  is  as  wonderful  great 
As  if  none  but  himfelf  was  to  print  for  the  State. 

Ye  all  are  convinc’d  I’d  a  right  to  expedfc 
That  a  finner  returning  you  would  not  rejeft~“ 

Qjjite  lick  of  the  fcarlet  and  haves  of  the  throne, 

’Tis  now  at  your  option  to  make  me  your  own. 

Suppofe  I  had  gone  with  the  Tories  and  rabble 
To  ftarve,  or  be  drown’d  on  the  lhoals  of  cape  Sable3 
J  had  fufFer’d,  ’tis  true — but  I’ll  have  you  to  know. 
You  nothing  had  gain’d  by  the  voice  of  my  woe^ 

You  fay  that  with  grief  and  deje&ion  of  heart 
I  pack’d  up  my  awls  with  a  view  to  depart, 

That  my  Ihelves  were  difmantled,  my  cellars  unftor’d, 
My  boxes  afloat,  and  my  hampers  on  board  : 

And  hence  you  infer  (I  am  fure  without  reafon) 

That  a  right  you  poflefs  to  entangle  my  weazon— 

Yet  your  barns  I  ne’er  burnt,  nor  your  blood  have  I  fpiit. 
And  my  terror  alone -was  no  proof  of  my  guilt. 

i 

The  charge  may  be  true — for  I  found  it  in  vain 
To  lean  on  a  ftaff  that  was  broken  in  twain. 

And  ere  I  had  gone  at  Port  Rofeway  to  fix, 

I  had  chofe  to  fell  drams  on  the  margin  of  Styx. 

I 

I  confefs,  that,  with  fliame  and  contrition  oppreft, 

I  fign’d  an  agreement  to  go  with  the  refi, 

But  ere  they  weigh’d  anchor  to  fail  their  laft  trip, 

I  faw  they  were  vermin,  and  gave  them  the  flip. 
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Now,  why  you  ihould  call  me  the  worft  man  alive* 

On  the  word  of  a  convert,  I  cannot  contrive. 

Though  turn’d  a  plain  honeft  republican,  ftill 
You  own  me  no  profelyte,  do  what  I  will. 

My  paper  is  alter  d— good  people,  don’t  fret 5 
I  call  it  no  longer  the  Royal  Gazette  : 

To  me  a  great  monarch  has  loft  all  his  charms, 

3  have  pull’d  down  his  lion,  and  trampled  his  arms. 

While  fate  was  propitious,  I  thought  they  might  ftand, 
You  know  I  was  zealous  for  George’s  command. 

But  llnce  he  difgrac’d  it,  and  left  us  behind. 

If  I  thought  him  an  angel— I’ve  alter’d  my  mind. 

On  the  very  fame  day  that  his  army  went  hence 
3  ceas’d  to  tell  lies  for  the  fake  of  his  pence  - 
And  what  was  the  reafon— the  true  one  is  beft— * 

3  worlhip  no  funs  when  they  move  to  the  weft  ; 

In  this  I  refemble  a  Turk  or  a  Moor, 

Bright  Phcebus  afcending,  I  proftrate  adore  ; 

And,  therefore,  excufe  me  for  printing  fome lays* 

An  ode  or  a  fonnet  in  Wafhington’s  praife. 

His  prudence  alone  has  preferv’d  your  dominions. 

This  braveft  and  boldeft  of  all  the  Virginians  ! 

And  when  he  is  gone — I  pronounce  it  with  pain—* 

We  fcarcely  fhall  meet  with  his  equal  again. 

Old  Plato  aflerted  that  life  is  a  dream 

And  man  but  a  ihadow,  (whatever  he  may  feem) 
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By  which  it  is  plain  he  intended  to  fay 
That  man,  like  a-fliadow,  mu  ft  vanilhaway; 

If  this  be  the  faft,  in  relation  to  man, 

And  if  each  one  is  ftriving  to  get  what  he  can, 

I  hope,  while  I  live,  you  will  all  think  it  beft. 

To  allow  me  to  buftle  along  with  the  reft* 

A  view  of  my  life,  though  fome  parts  might  be  folemn. 
Would  make,  on  the  whole,  a  ridiculous  volume  : 

In  the  life  that’s  hereafter  (to  fpeak  with  fubmiffion) 

I  hope  I  Ihall  publilh  a  better  edition  : 

Even  fwine  you  permit  to  fublift  in  the  ftreet  j— « 

You  pity  a  dog  that  lies  down  to  be  beat— ■ 

Then  forget  what  is  paft — for  the  year’s  at  a  clofe — 
And  men  of  my  age  have  fome  need  of  repofe. 

NEW-YORK. 


September ,  1783, 


HOU  miftrefs  of  a  warlike  State, 
What  crime  of  thine  deferves  this  fate  j 
While  other  towns  to  freedom  rife. 

In  thee  that  flame  of  honour  dies. 

With  wars  and  horrors  overfpread, 

Seven  years  and  more,  we  fought  and  bled. 
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Seiz’d  Eritifh  hofls  and  Heffian  bands, 
And  all  ‘to  leave  thee  in  their  hands.  ' 

VVhde  Tory  tribes  forfake  our  plains. 

In  you  a  motley  crew  remains— 

Mud  vipers  through  thy  Greets  prepare, 
•iviufl  poifon  taint  thy  purer  air  ? 

Ah  !  what  a  fccne  affiifts  mine  eye. 

In  thee  what  putrid  monflerslie  ! 

What  dirt  and  mud,  and  mouldering  walls 
Burnt  domes,  dead  dogs,  and  funerals  ! 

'Ihofe  grafly  banks  where  oft  I  flood. 

And  fondly  view’d  the  palling  flood. 

There  owls obfcene,  that  day  light  fliun. 
Pollute  the  waters  as  they  run. 

Thus  in  the  eafl— once  Afla’s  queen. 
Palmyra’s  tottering  towers  are  feenj 
■'Vh-’le  through  her  Greets  the  ferpent  feeds, 
Thus  {he  puts-  on  her  mourning  weeds. 

Bo  !  Skinner  there  colledls  a  crew, 

(Their  temples  brufh’d  with  Stygian  dew) 
While  to  receive  the  ghaflly  freight 
A  thoufand  fable  gallies  wait. 

• 

Tad  he  been  born  in  days  of  old, 

When  men  with  gods  their  beads  enroll’d,  ’ 
Like  Nero’s  horfe,  he  had  been  made 
A  coilful  for  fome  Nero’s  aid  : 
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O  chief,  that  wrangled  at  the  bar, 

Grown  old  in  lefs  fuccefsful  war, 

V/hat  crouds  of  mifcreants  round  thee  ftand, 
"What  vagrants  bow  to  thy  command  ! 

Long,  much  too  long,  in  York  refidc 
A  race  that  mortifies  our  pride— 

A  race  that  all  the  world  defames. 

And  Nova  Scotia  only  claims. 

When  Jove  from  darknefs  fmote  the  fun. 
And  nature  earth  from  chaos  won. 

One  part  to  polilh  (he  forgot, 

And  Nova  Scotia  was  the  fpot. 

Jove  faw  her  vile  neglect,  and  cry’d, 

*e  What  madnefs  did  thy  fancy  guide  ! 

“  Why  haft  thou  left  fo  large  a  place 
«£  With  winter  brooding  o’er  its  face  ! 

«  No  trees  of  (lately  growth  afcend, 

<£  Eternal  fogs  their  wings  expand— 

<•'  My  favourite,  Man,  I  place  not  here, 
«6  But  phantoms  of  a  darker  fphere  i 

<c  If  Nature’s  felf  forgets  her  trader 
Ki  What  ftrange  confufion  will  be  made— 
<c  Such  fcenes  as  this  had  been  no  crime, 

“  In  Saturn’s  cold,  unfocial  clime  j 

“  But  futh  a  blemilh  here  to  fee, 

41  How  can  it  elfe  but  anger  me  ? 
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Where  chilling  winds  forever  freeze. 
What  fool  will  fix  in  climes  like  thefe  ?’* 

Nature,  half  timorous,  dar’d  reply, 

"  When  earth  I  form'd,  I  don’t  deny 
Some  parts  I  portion’d  out  for  care, 

“  And  Nova  Scotia  has  her  /hare  j 

“  MankInd  are  form’d  of  different  fouls, 

“  Some  will  be  fuited  near  the  poles, 

“  Some  pleas’d  beneath  the  burning  line, 
And  fome.  New  Scotland,  will  be  thine  t 

“  Vet,  in  due  time,  my  plaftlc  hand 
“  Shall  mould  it  o’er,  if  you  command  ; 

“  By  you  I  a 61 — if  you  fiand  Hill, 

“  The  world  comes  tumbling  down  the  hill.’9 

“  UntouchM  (faid  Jove)  remain  theplacej- 
“  In  days  to  come,  Til  form  a  race 
“  Born  to  commit  the  bafeit  crime. 

With  fouls  congenial  to  the  clime. 

* 

When  traitors  to  their  country  die, 

“  To  realms  like  this  their  phantoms  fly, 

“  But  when  the  brave  by  death  decay, 

“  The  r°ul  finds  out  a  di/Trent  way  : 

“  Then  nature  «afe,  at  my  command— 

As  matters  are,  let  matters  Hand, 

While  this  degenerate  work  of  thine 
''  To  th!eves  and  traitors  I  refign,’* 
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13  UT  as  to  the  Tories  that  yet  may  remain. 

They  fcarcely  need  give  you  a  moment  of  pain  : 

What  dare  they  attempt  when  their  matters  are  fled ■ 
When  the  foul  is  departed  who  wars  with  the  dead  ? 

Poor  fouls!  for  the  love  of  the  king  and  his  nation 
They  have  had  their  full  quota  of  mortification  j 
Wherever  they  fought,  or  whatever  they  won 
The  dream  ’s  at  an  end— -the  delufion  is  done. 

The  Temple  you  rais’d  was  fo  wonderful  large 
Notone  of  them  thought  you  could  anfwer  the  charge. 
It  feem’d  a  mere  cattle  conftru&ed  of  vapour, 
Surrounded  with  gibbets  and  founded  on  paper. 

On  the  bafis  of  freedom  you  built  it  too  flrong  ! 

And  Clinton  confefs’d,  when  you  held  it  fo  long. 
That  if  any  thing  human  the  fabric  could  fhatter 
The  Royal  Gazette  mutt:  accomplilh  the  matter.* 

An  engine  like  that,  in  fuch  hands  as  my  own 
Had  Ihaken  king  Cod  joe  f  himfelf  from  his  throne, 

*  Si  Pergama  dextra 

Defendi  pofTent,  etiam  hac  defenfa  futtrent.  Virg . 

f  The  Negro  king  in  Jamaica,  whom  the  Engliih  declared  in¬ 
dependent  in  1739. 
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In  another  rebellion  had  ruin’d  the  Scot, 

While  the  Pope  and  Pretender  had  both  gone  to  pot.  ' 

If  you  flood  my  attacks,  I  have  nothing  to  fay— 

I  fought,  like  the  Swifs,  for  the  fake  of  my  pay  j 
But  while  I  was  proving  your  fabric  unfound 
Our  ve/Tel  mifs'dftay ,  and  we  all  went  aground. 

Thus  ended  in  ruin  what  madnefs  begun, 

And  thus  was  our  nation  difgrac’d  and  undone, 
Renown’d  as  we  were,  and  the  lords  of  the  deep, 

If  our  outfet  was  folly*  our  exit  was  fleep. 

A  dominion  like  this,  that  fome  millipns  had  cofl  1— 
The  king  might  have  wept  when  he  faw  it  was  loll 
This  jewel — whofe  value  I  cannot  defcribe  j 
T  his  pearl— -that  was  richer  than  all  his  Dutch  tribe . 


When  the  war  came  upon  us,  you  very  well  knew 
My  income  was  fmall  and  my  riches  were  few — 

If  your  money  was  fcarce,  and  your  profpedls  were  bad. 
Why  hinder  me  printing  for  people  that  had  ? 


Liecci 

’Twoud  have  pleas’d  you,  no  doubt,  had  I  gone  with  a  fev 
Of  books,  to  exift  in  your  cold  MafTachufetts  ; 

Or  to  wander  at  Newark,  like  ill  fated  Hugh, 

Not  a  fhirt  to  my  back,  nor  a  foal  to  my  fhoe* 


Now,  if  we  miflook  (as  we  did,  it  is  plain) 

Our  error  was  owing  to  wicked  Hugh  Gaine, 

For  he  gave  us  fuch  fcenes  of  your  flarving  and  flrife 
As  piov  d  that  his  pidlures  were  drawn  from  the  life. 
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On  the  waves  of  the  Styx  had  he  rode  quarantine. 

He  could  not  have  look’d  more  infernally  lean 
Than  the  day,  when  returning  difmay’d  and  diftreft, 
Like  the  doves  to  their  windows,  he  flew  to  his  neft. 

The  part  that  he  adted,  by  fome  men  of  fenfe 
Was  wrongfully  held  to  be  malice  propenfe. 

When  to  all  the  world  it  was  perfedtly  plain, 

One.  principle  rul’d  him — a  paflion  for  gain. 

You  pretend  I  have  fuffer’d  no  lofs  in  the  caufe, 

And  have,  therefore,  no  right  to  partake  of  your  laws  s 
Some  people  love  talking — I  And  to  my  coft, 

I  too  am  a  lofer — my  charadter ’s  loll  ! 

Nay,  did  not  your  printers  repeatedly  ftoop 
To  defcant  and  refledt  on  my  portable  soup  ? 

At  me  have  your  porcupines  darted  the  quill, 

You  have  plunder’d  my  Oflace,*  and  publifh  d  my  TVilL^ 

Refolv’d  upon  mifchief,  you  held  it  no  crime 
To  fteal  my  Refie£hons,%  and  print  them  in  rhyme, 
When  all  the  world  knew,  or  at  leafl  they  might  guefs. 
That  the  time  to  refledt  was  no  time  to  confefs  ; 

You  never  confider’d  my  children  and  wife, 

That  my  lot  was  to  toil  and  to  ftruggle  through  life  5 
My  windows  you  broke— they  are  all  on  a  jar, 

And  my  houfe  you  have  made  a  mere  old  man  of  war* 


*  November,  1775* 

}  See  Pages  3i3> 
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And  Hill  you  infill  I’ve  no  right  to  complain  !— 
Indeed  if  I  do,  I  m  afraid  it’s  in  vain— 

Yet  am  willing  to  hope  you’re  too  learnedly  read 
To  hang  up  a  printer  for  being  milled. 

If  this  be  your  aim,  I  mud:  think  of  a  flight— 

In  lefs  than  a  month  I  mull  bid  you  good-night. 

And  hurry  away  to  that  whelp  ridden  fliore 
Where  Clinton  and  Carleton  retreated  before. 

From  figns  in  the  Iky,  and  from  tokens  on  land 
I  m  inclined  to  fufpedl  my  departure ’s  at  hand  : 

The  man  in  the  moon  is  unufually  big. 

And  Inglis,  they  tell  me,  has  grown  a  good  Whig. 

For  many  days  pad:,  as  the  town  can  atteft. 

The  tail  ol  the  weather-cock  hung  to  the  weft— 

My  fnop,  the  laft  evening,  feem’d  all  in  a  blaze. 

And  a  hen  crow  d  at  midnight,  my  waiting  man  fays  j 

Even  then,  as  I  lay  with  ftrange  whims  in  my  head, 

A  gboft  hove  in  fight,  not  a  yard  from  my  bed. 

It  feem  d  Gen  ral  Robertson,  brawly  array’d, 

Eut  I  grafp’d  at  the  fubftance,  and  found  him  a  lhade  ! 

He  appear’d  as  of  old,  when,  head  of  the  throng, 

And  loaded  with  laurels,  he  waddled  along— 

He  feem’d  at  the  foot  of  my  bedftead  to  ftand 

And  cry’d— “  Jemmy  Rivington,  reach  me  your  hand  $ 

And  Jemmy,  (fiaid  he)  I  am  forry  to  find 
*  Some  demon  advis’d  you  to  loiter  behind  j 
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«  The  country  is  hoftile— you  had  better  get  off  it* 

«  Here’s  nothing  but  fquables,  all  plague,  and  no  profit ! 

[throng 

«c  since  the  day  that  Sir  William  came  here  with  his 
tt  f^e  manag’d  things  fo  that  they  always  went  wrong, 

<(  And  tho’ for  his  knighthood,  hekept  Meschianza, 
«  I  think  he  was  nothing  but  mere  Sancho  Pan$a. 

f 

<e  That  famous  condu&or  of  moon-light  retreats, 

<«  Sir  Harry,  came  next  with  his  armies  and  fleets, 

“  But,  finding  the  rebels  were  dying  and  dead , 

“  He  grounded  his  arms  and  retreated  to  bed. 

«  Other  luck  we  had  once  at  the  battle  of  Boyne  ! 

<c  But  here  they  have  ruin’d  Earl  Charles  and  Burgoyne, 
“  Here  brave  col’nel  Monckton  was  thrown  on  his  back9 
cc  And  here  lies  poor  Andre  l  the  heft  of  the  pack. 

So  faying,  he  flitted  away  in  a  trice. 

Juft  addin?,  “  he  hop’d  I  would  take  his  advice — ” 
Which  I  furely  fhall  do  if  you  pufli  me  too  hard— 

And  fo  I  remain,  with  eternal  regard, 

JAMES  RIVINGTON,  printer,  of  late,  to  the  king. 
But  now  a  republican — under  your  wing — 

Let  him  ftand  where  he  is— don’t  pufli  him  down  hill. 
And  he’ll  turn  a  true  Blue-Shin,  or  juft  what  you  will. 
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Last  \V  ords  of  Shalum, 

March  y  17  84. 

Debemur  morti  nos,  rioftraque. 


yonder  lake  I  fpread  the  fail  no  more  2 
Vigour,  and  youth,  and  active  days  are  paft— 
Relentlefs  demons  urge  me  to  that  fhore 
On  whofe  black  foreffs  all  the  dead  are  caff  : 

1  e  folemn  train,  prepare  the  funeral  fong, 
for  1  muff:  go  to  lhades  below, 

V  here  all  is  ffrange,  and  all  is  new  5 
C-ompanion  to  the  airy  throng, 

What  folitary  ftreams. 

In  dull  and  dreary  dreams, 

All  melancholy,  muff  I  rove  along  2 


i  o  what  ffrange  lands  muff  Shalum  take  his  way  * 
Groves  of  the  dead  departed  mortals  trace  5 
No  deer  along  thefe  gloomy  foreffs  ffray. 

No  huntfmen  there  take  pleafure  in  the  chacc. 
But  ail  are  empty  unfubffantial  fhades, 

Bhat  ramble  through  thofe  vifionary  glades  j 
No  fpongy  fruits  from  verdant  trees  depend. 

But  fickly  orchards  there 
Do  fruits  as  fickly  bear. 

And  apples  a  confumptive  vifage  fhew. 

And  wither’d  hangs  the  hurtle-berry  blue. 

Ah  me  !  what  mifchiefs  on  the  dead  attend*. 
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5 

Wandering  a  Granger  to  the  Hi  ores  below, 

Where  fhall  I  brook  or  real  fountain  find  r‘ 

Lazy  and  fad  deluding  waters  flow— 

Such  is  the  picture  in  my  boding  mind  ! 

Fine  tales,  indeed,  they  tell 
Of  fhades  and  purling  rills, 

Where  our  dead  fathers  dwell 
Beyond  the  weftern  hills, 

But  when  did  ghoft  return  his  ftate  to  fhew  3 
Or  who  can  promife  half  the  tale  is  true  ? 

I  too  mull  be  a  fleeting  ghoft— no  more— 

None,  none  but  fhadows  to  thofe  manfions  go  .] 

I  leave  my  woods,  I  leave  the  Huron  fliore, 

For  emptier  groves  below  ! 

Ye  charming  folitudes. 

Ye  tall  afcending  woods, 

Ye  glafly  lak.es  and  prattling  ftreams, 

Whofe  afpect  ftill  was  fweet, 

Whether  the  fun  did  greet, 

Or  the  pale  moon  embrac’d  you  with  his  beams— 
Adieu  to  all  ! 

To  all  that  charm’d  me  where  T  Gray’d, 

The  winding  ftream,  the  dark  fequefter’d  Grade  5 
Adieu  all  triumphs  here  .! 

Adieu  the  mountain’s  lofty  fwell, 

Adieu,  thou  little  verdant  hill. 

And  feas,  and  ftars,  and  Ikies— farewell. 

For  fome  remoter  fphere  ! 

Perplex’d  with  doubts,  and  tortur’d  with  defpalr, 
Why  fo  dejefted  at  this  .hopelefs  ileep  ? 
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Nature  at  lead  thefe  ruins  may  repair. 

When  death’s  long  dream  is  o’er,  and  ihe  forgets  to  weep 
Some  real  world  once  more  may  be  afiign’d. 

Some  new  born  manfion  for  the  immortal  mind  !-— 
Farewell,  fweet  lake  j  farewell  furrounding  woods. 

To  other  groves  through  midnight  glooms  I  ftray. 
Beyond  the  mountains,  and  beyond  the  floods. 

Beyond  the  Huron  bay  ! 

Prepare  the  hollow  tomb,  and  place  me  low. 

My  trufty  bow,  and  arrows  by  my  fide, 

The  cheerful  bottle,  and  the  ven’fon  (lore  ; 

For  long  the  journey  is  that  I  muft  go, 

Without  a  partner,  and  without  a  guide." 

He  fpoke,  and  bid  the  attending  mourners  weep  5 
Then  clos’d  his  eyes,  and  funk  to  endlefs  fieep. 


lines, 

Intended  for 

Mr.  Peak’s  Exhibition,  Philadelphia,  May  10, 1784, 


1. 

T  OWARD  the  ikies 
What  columns  rife 
In  Roman  ftyle,  profufely  great  ! 

What  lamps  afcend, 

What  arches  bend. 

And  fwell  with  more  than  Roman  ilate  ! 
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z. 

High  o’er  the  central  arch  difplay’d, 

OJd  Janus  fliuts  his  temple  door, 

And  fhackles  war  in  darkeft  lhade— « 
Saturnian  times  in  view  once  more. 

3* 

Pride  of  the  human  race,  behold 
In  Gallia’s  king  the  virtues  glow, 

Whofe  conduct  prov’d,  whole  goodnefs  told 
That  kings  can  feel  for  human  woe. 

Thrice  happy  France,  in  Louis  bleft. 

Thy  genius  droops  her  head  no  more  j 
In  the  calm  virtues  of  the  mind 
Equal  to  him  no  Titus  fhin’d— - 
No  Trajan — whom  mankind  adore. 

4* 

Another  fcene  too  foon  difplays  ! 

Griefs  have  their  i hare ,  and  claim  their  part, 
They  monuments  to  ruin  raife, 

And  fhed  keen  anguiih  o’er  the  heart  : 
Thofe  heroes  that  in  battle  fell 
Demand  a  fympathetic  tear, 

Who  fought,  our  tyrants  to  repell— 

Memory  preferves  their  laurels  here. 

In  vernal  Ikies 
Thus  tempefts  rife, 

And  clouds  obfcure  the  brighteft  fun-~* 

Few  wreathes  are  gain’d 
With  blood  unftain’d— 

No  honours  without  ruin  won. 

5* 

The  arms  of  France  three  lillies  mark— 

X  x 
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In  honour’s  dome  with  thefe  enroll’d 
The  plough,  the  /heaf,  the  gliding  barque 
The  riches  of  our  State  unfold. 

6. 

Ally’d  in  heav’n,  a  fun  and  liars 
Friend/hip  and  peace  with  France  declare— » 

The  branch  fucceeds  the  fpear  of  Mars, 
Commerce  repairs  the  wa/les  of  war£j 
In  ties  of  concord  ancient  foes  engage. 

Proving  the  day-fpring  of  a  brighter  age. 

7* 

Thefe  States  defended  by  the  brave, 

Their  military  trophies*  fee  ! 

The  virtue  that  of  old  did  fave 

Shall  ft  ill  maintain  them  great  and  free  \ 

Arts  fhall  pervade  the  we/lern  wild, 

And  favage  hearts  become  more  mild. 

8. 

Of  fcience  proud,  the  fource  of  fway, 

Lo  !  emblematic  figures  fiiinej 
The  arts  their  kindred  forms  difplay. 

Manners  to  foften  and  refine  : 

A  /lately  tree  to  heav’n  its  fummit  fends, 

And  clu/ler’d  fruit  from  thirteen  boughs  depends? 

9* 

With  laurel  crown’d 
A  chief  renown’d 

(His  country  fav’d)  his  faulchion  /heaths  $ 
Negle&s  his  fpoils 
For  rural  toils, 

And  crowns  his  plough  with  laurel  wreaths  3 
While  we  this  Roman  chief  furvey, 


What  apt  refemblance  ftrikes  the  eye  * 

Thofe  features  to  the  foul  convey 
A  Washington,  in  fame  as  high, 

Whofe  prudent,  perfevering  mind 
Patience  with  manly  courage  join’d, 

And  when  difgrace  and  death  were  near. 

Look’d  through  the  black  diftrefiing  /hade, 

Struck  hoftile  Britons  with  unwonted  fear, 

And  blafted  their  belt  hopes,  and  pride  in  ruin  laid  \ 

10. 

Vi&orious  virtue  !  aid  me  to  purfuc 
The  tributary  verfe  to  triumphs  due— 

Behold  the  peafant  leave  his  lowly  filed, 

Where  tufted  forefts  round  him  grow  ;  — 

Though  clouds  the  dark  Iky  overfpread, 

War’s  dreadful  art  his  arm  efiays. 

He  meets  the  hoftile  cannon’s  blaze. 

And  pours  redoubled  vengeance  on  the  foe. 

11. 


Born  to  protect  and  guard  our  native  land. 
Victorious  virtue  1  ftill  preferve  us  free  ; 
Plenty— gay  child  of  peace,  thy  horn  expand2 
And,  Concord,  teach  us  to  agree  ! 

May  every  virtue  that  adorns  the  foul 
Be  here  advanc’d  to  heights  unknown  before  j 
Pacific  ages  in  fucceffion  roll 

’Till  nature  blots  the  fcene, 

Chaos  refumes  her  reign 

And  heav’n  with  pleafure  views  its  works  no  more* 
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VERSES, 

OCCASIONED  BY 

General  Washington’s  arrival  in  Philadelphia,  on 
his  way  to  his  feat  in  Virginia. 

December ,  1783. 


1. 

T  HE  great,  unequal  conflitt  paft. 

The  Briton  banifh’d  from  our  fhore, 
Peace,  heav’n-defcended,  comes  at  la  ft. 
And  hoftile  nations  rage  no  more  5 

From  fields  of  death  the  weary  fwain 
Returning,  feeks  his  native  plain# 

2. 

In  every  vale  flie  frniles  ferene, 

Freedom’s  bright  ftars  more  radiant  rife. 
New  charms  file  adds  to  every  fcene. 

Her  brighter  fun  illumes  our  Ikies  ; 
Remotefi:  realms  admiring  ftand. 

And  hail  the  Hero  of  our  land  : 

3- 

He  comes  ! — the  Genius  of  thefe  lands— 
Fame’s  thoufand  tongues  his  worth  confefs. 
Who  conquer’d  with  his  fuffering  bands. 
And  grew  immortal  by  diftrefs  : 

Thus  calms  fucceed  the  ftormy  blafi. 
And  valour  is  repaid  at  laft. 

4* 

O  Washington  !— thrice  glorious  name5 
What  due  rewards  can  man  decree—* 


r- 


^  -v 

7.  -V'. 


Empires  are  far  below  thy  aim, 

And  fceptres  h  ave  no  charms  for  thee; 
Virtue  alone  has  thy  regard, 

And  ihe  muft  be  thy  great  reward. 

5* 

Encircled  by  extorted  power, 

Monarcbs  muft  envy  thy  Retreat , 

Who  caft,  in  fome  ill  fated  hour, 

Their  country’s  freedom  at  their  feet ; 
’Twas  thine  to  add  a  nobler  part 
For  injur’d  Freedom  had  thy  heart. 

6. 

For  ravag’d  realms  and  conquer’d  feas 
Rome  gave  the  great  imperial  prize, 

And,  fwell’d  with  pride,  for  feats  like  thefe, 
Transferr’d  her  heroes  to  the  ikies 

A  brighter  fcene  your  deeds  difplay, 
You  gain  thofe  heights  a  different  way. 

7* 

When  FaElion  rear’d  her  fnaky  head. 

And  join’d  with  tyrants  to  deftroy, 
Where’er  you  march’d  the  monfter  fed, 
Tim’rous  her  arrows  to  employ  ; 

Hods  catch’d  from  you  a  bolder  flame, 
And  defpots  trembled  at  your  name. 

3. 

Ere  war’s  dread  horrors  ceas’d  to  reign. 
What  leader  could  your  place  fupply— -  ? 
Chiefs  crowded  to  the  embattled  plain. 
Prepar’d  to  conquer  or  to  die — 

Heroes  arofe — but  hone  like  you 
Could  fave  our  lives  and  freedom  too. 
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9* 

In  fwelllng  verfe  let  kings  be  read, 

And  princes  fhine  in  polifh’d  profe  ; 
Without  fuch  aid  your  triumphs  fpread 
Where  er  the  convex  ocean  flows, 

To  Indian  worlds  by  Teas  embrac’d. 
And  Tartar,  tyrant  of  the  wafte. 

10. 

Throughout  the  eafl:  you  gain  applaufe. 
And  foon  the  Old  World ,  taught  by  you. 
Shall  blufli  to  own  her  barbarous  laws, 

Shall  learn  inflrudlion  from  the  Ne<w  : 
Monarchs  fliall  hear  the  humble  plea. 
Nor  urge  too  far  the  proud  decree® 

11. 

Defpifing  pomp  and  vain  parade. 

At  home  you  flay,  while  France  and  Spain 
The  fecret,  ardent  wifh  convey’d, 

And  hail’d  you  to  their  flrores  in  vain  : 

In  Vernon's  groves  you  fliun  the  throng, 
Admir’d  by  kings,  but  feen  by  none. 

12. 

Your  fame,  thus  fpread  to  diftant  lands. 
May  envy’s  fierceft  blafts  endure. 

Like  Egypt’s  pyramids  it  ftands. 

Built  on  a  bafis  more  fecure  $ 

Time’s  latefl:  age  fhall  own  in  you 
The  patriot  and  the  flatefman  too. 

13- 

Now  hurrying  from  the  bufy  fcene. 

Where  thy  Potoivmack's  waters  flow, 
May’ll  thou  enjoy  thy  rural  reign, 


And  every  earthly  blefiing  know  5 

Thus  He  *  whom  Rome’s  proud  legions  fway\i 
Return’d,  and  fought  his  fylvan  lhade* 

14. 

Not  lefs  in  wifdom  than  in  war 
Freedom  fliall  ftill  employ  your  mind. 

Slavery  lhall  vanilh,  wide  and  far, 

*Till  not  a  trace  is  left  behind  5 

Your  counfels  not  bellow’d  in  vain 
Shall  Hill  protect  this  infant  reign* 

*5* 

So  when  the  bright,  all-cheering  fun 
From  our  contracted  view  retires, 

Though  fools  may  think  his  race  is  run. 

On  other  worlds  he  lights  his  fires  : 

Cold  climes  beneath  his  influence  glow, 

And  frozen  rivers  learn  to  flow* 

16. 

O  fay,  thou  great,  exalted  name  ! 

What  Mufe  can  boaft  of  equal  lays,- 
Thy  worth  difdains  all  vulgar  fame, 

Tranfcends  the  noblell  poet’s  praife, 

Art  foars,  unequal  to  the  flight. 

And  genius  fickens  at  the  height* 

For  Hates  redeem’d — our  weftern  reign 
Reftor’d  by  thee  to  milder  fWay, 

Thy  confcious  glory  Ih all  remain 
When  this  great  globe  is  fwept  away, 

And  all  is  loll  that  pride  admires. 

And  all  the  pageant  fcene  expires* 


*  Cincimwtut. 
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HUMANITY  AND  ingratitude 

A  COMMON  CASE. 

[From  the  French.] 

December,  1784. 


J->  Y  the  fide  ot  the  fea,  in  a  cottage  obfcure, 

There  liv’d  an  old  fellow  nam’d  Chariot  Boncceur, 
Who  was  free  to  his  neighbour  and  good  to  the  poor. 
Catching  iifh  was  his  trade. 

And  all  people  faid. 

That  mifchief  to  nothing  but  fiih  he  delign’d, 

To  all  people  s. lie  he  was  candid  and  kind. 

2. 

On£  day  as  he  went  to  the  brink  of  the  lake, 
Perfuacing  the  hikes  their  dinner  to  take, 

(The  I  ait  he  intended  they  ever  Ihould  make) 

W  nile  his  hooks  he  employ’d  to  their  forrow  and  woe, 
A  gi  unting  he  heard  in  the  waters  below. 

And  catting  his  eye  to  the  bottom  {for  here 
"W  e  11  fuppofe  that  the  water  was  perfectly  clear) 

He  law  on  the  bed  of  the  liquid  profound 
An  unfortunate  wight  who  was  drowning,  or  drown’d. 

3* 

That  the  man  to  the  furface  once  more  might  afcend. 
He  took  up  his  pole,  with  a  hook  at  the  end. 

And  to  it  he  fell, 

And  manag’d  fo  well. 

That  foon  to  the  margin  the  carcafe  was  drawn. 

And  who  ttiould  it  be  but  his  old  neighbour  John  l 
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Now,  fomehow  or  other,  it  popp’d  in  his  head. 

That  in  fpite  of  his  drowning  the  man  was  not  dead. 
And  while  he  was  thinking  what  means  to  devife 
That  his  friend  might  recover  and  open  his  eyes. 

He  faw,  with  vexation  and  forrow,  no  doubt. 

That  in  lugging  him  up  he  had  put  one  eye  oufr— 
However,  convinc’d,  from  what  he  had  heard. 

That  John  might  be  living  for  aught  that  appear’d  ; 

To  his  cottage  he  took  him,  and  there  had  him  bled, 
Rubb’d,  roll’d  on  a  barrel,  and  then  put  to  bed. 

So  in  lefs  than  a  week  (to  his  praife  be  it  faid) 

In  lefs  than  a  week  the  man  was  as  found 
(Excepting  the  lofs  of  his  eye,  and  the  wound) 

As  if  in  his  life  he  had  never  been  drown’d. 

5* 

But  when  John  had  begun  to  travel  about, 

He  was  fadly  chagrin’d  that  his  eye  was  put  out, 

And  forgetting  what  fervice  his  neighbour  had  done  him, 
Went  oft  to  a  lawyer,  and  clapt  a  writ  on  him, 

Talk’d  much  of  the  value  of  what  he  had  loft. 

That  Chariot  muft  pay  all  the  damage  and  coft. 

And  if  with  fuch  fentence  he  would  not  comply. 

He  fwore  he  would  have  his  identical  eye. 

6. 

That  Chariot  was  vex’d,  we  hardly  need  fay. 

Yet  he  urg’d  what  he  could  in  a  moderate  way. 
Declar’d  to  the  judges,  by  way  of  defence, 

*(  That  the  adlion  was  wrought  without  malice  propenle. 
That  his  confcience  excus’d  him  for  what  he  had  done. 
That  fortune  was  only  to  blame— and  that  John 
Mightjhave  thought  himfelf  happy  (when  death  was  fo 
To  purchafc  his  life  with  the  lofs  of  an  eye**  [nigh) 

Y  y 
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That  the  lofs  of  an  eye  was  a  ferious  affair 
Was  certain — and  yet  he’d  be  bold  to  declare, 

That  the  man  who  can  /hew  but  one  eye  in  his  head,' 
Is  better  by  far  than  a  man  that  is  dead.” 

7* 

In  anfwer  to  all  the  defendant’s  fine  pleading, 

John  faid,  ((  He  bad  never  yet  found  in  his  reading 
A  people,  or  nation,  or  fenator  fage, 

Or  a  law,  or  a  cuftom  in  whatever  age, 

Permitting  (unpunifh’d)  by  force  or  furprize 
One  neighbour  to  put  out  his  next  neighbour’s  eyes.” 

8. 

The  lawyers  and  judges  were  all  at  a  /land 
Which  way  to  conclude  on  the  matter  in  hand. 

’Till  a  half-witted  fellow,  who  chanc’d  to  be  there. 
Undertook  to  decide  on  this  weighty  affair, 

And  cry’d,  i(  Can  you  doubt  in  a  cafe  that’s  fo  plain* 
Be  guided  by  me,  and  you'll  ne’er  doubt  again  : 

The  plea  of  the  plaintiff  rells  wholly  on  this  5 
In  filhing  him  up  he  takes  it  amifs, 

That  Chariot  manoeuvred  with  fo  little  {kill. 

So  aukwardly  tumbled  and  manag’d  fo  ill 
As  thus  with  his  bungling  to  ruin  John’s  look, 

And  put  out  an  eye  with  the  point  of  his  hook— 

Well,  now,  my  lord  judges,  attend  my  decree, 
Straitway  let  the  plaintiff  be  thrown  in  the  fea. 

And  after  repofing  a  while  on  the  bottom, 

If  he  get  out  alone  from  where  Chariot  got  him. 

Safe,  found,  and  undamag’d — why,  then’tis  my  fentence 
That  Chariot  be  punilh’d  and  brought  to  repentance  ; 
But  it,  after  gafping  and  flouncing  about, 

He  drowns  in  the  water,  and  never  gets  out. 


3^3 


pewter  platter  alley. 

Why,  then,  it  is  juftice,  it  muft  be  confeft, 

That  Chariot  forthwith  be  difcharg’d  from  arreft, 
Abfolv’d  from  all  punilhment  due  to  the  wound, 

And  paid  in  the  bargain,  ’caufe  John  was  not  drown  d. 

9. 

The  audience  were  {truck  with  a  world  of  furprize, 

To  find  that  a  fool  could  give  counfel  fo  wife. 

The  judges  themfelves  the  fentence  efpous’d, 

And  freely  confented  that  John  (hould  be  fous’d.— 
John  finding  that  matters  had  took  a  wrong  turn, 
Nor  waiting  to  fee  if  the  court  would  adjourn, 

Sneak’d  out  of  the  houfe,  with  a  hifs  of  difgrace, 

In  dread,  left  the  fentence  fiiould  quickly  take  place— 
Grown  pliant  at  laft,  his  caufe  he  withdrew — 

His  plea  was  fo  bad,  and  his  friends  were  fo  few. 

It  was  needlefs  he  thought  on  the  caft  of  a  die 
To  venture  his  life  for  the  fake  of  an  eye, 

And  concluded  ’twas  better  to  give  up  the  fuit. 

Than  rific  the  one  left,  and  be  drowned  to  boot. 


PEWTER  PLATTER  ALLEY, 

A  P  O  E  M. 


From  Chrift  Church  graves,  acrofs  the  way, 
A  difmal,  horrid  place  is  found, 

Where  rufhing  winds  exert  their  fway, 

And  Greenland  winter  chills  the  ground  : 

No  blofloms  there  are  feen  to  bloom. 

No  fun  pervades  the  dreary  gloom  ! 
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The  people  of  that  ftormy  place 
In  penance  for  fome  antient  crime 
Are  held  in  a  too  narrow  fpace. 

Like  thofe  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 

Who  darken’d  ftill,  perceive  no  day. 
While  feafons  wafte,  and  moons  decay. 

Cold  as  the  /hade  that  wraps  them  round. 

This  icy  region  prompts  our  fear  ; 

And  he  who  treads  this  frozen  ground 
Shall  curfe  the  chance  that  brought  him  here- 
The  flippery  mafs  predi&s  his  fate, 

A  broken  arm,  a  wounded  pate. 

When  Auguft  /heds  his  fultry  beam. 

May  Celia  never  find  this  place, 

Nor  fee,  upon  the  muddy  fiream. 

And  mourn  the  wrinkles  on  her  face  ! 

And  may  I  ne’er  difcover  there 
The  grey  that  mingles  with  my  hair. 

The  watchman  fad,  whofe  drowfy  call 
Proclaims  the  hour  forever  fied. 

Avoids  this  path  to  Pluto’s  hall  5 
For  who  would  wi/h  to  wake  the  dead  !— 

Still  let  them  fleep— it  is  no  crime— 

They  pay  no  tax  to  know  the  time. 

No  coaches  hence,  in  glittering  pride. 

Convey  their  freight  to  take  the  air. 

No  gods  nor  heroes  hererefide. 

Nor  powder’d  beau,  nor  lady  fair— « 

All,  all  to  warmer  regions  flee. 

And  leave  thefe  glooms  to  Towre*  and  me,, 

*  Printer  of  the  Evening  Pojl, 
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VERSES 

MADE 

At  Sea,  in  a  heavy  gale . 


H  APP  Y  the  man  who,  fafe  on  ftiore. 
Now  trims,  at  home,  his  evening  fire  5 
Unmov’d,  he  hears  the  tempefts  roar. 
That  on  the  tufted  groves  expire  : 

Alas  !  on  us  they  doubly  fall, 

Our  feeble  barque  mud:  bear  them  all, 

*NoW  to  their  haunts  the  birds  retreat. 

The  fquirrel  feeks  his  hollow  tree. 

Wolves  in  their  fiiaded  caverns  meet,  ] 

All,  all  are  bleft  but  wretched  we — 
Foredoom’d  a  ftr anger  to  repofc. 

No  reft  the  unfettled  ocean  knows. 

While  o’er  the  dark  abyfs  we  roam. 
Perhaps,  whate’er  the  pilots  fay, 

We  faw  the  Sun  defcend  in  gloom. 

No  more  to  fee  his  rifing  ray, 

But  bury’d  low,  by  far  too  deep. 

On  coral  beds,  unpitied,  fleep  1 

But  what  a  ftrange,  uncoafted  ftrand 
Is  that,  where  death  permits  no  day—* 
No  charts  have  we  to  mark  that  land. 

No  compafs  to  direct  that  way—. 
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What  pilot  /hall  explore  that  realm, 

What  new  Columbus  take  the  helm* 

I 

While  death  and  darknefs  both  furround. 

And  tempers  rage  with  lawlefs  power. 

Of  friend/hip’s  voice  I  hear  no  found. 

No  comfort  in  this  dreadful  hour — 

What  friend/hip  can  in  tempefts  be, 

What  comfort  on  this  angry  fea  ? 

The  barque,  accuftom’d  to  obey, 

No  more  the  trembling  pilots  guide, 

Alone  /he  gropes  her  tracklefs  way, 

While  mountains  burft  on  either  fide—* 

Thus,  /kill  and  fcience  both  muft  fall. 

And  ruin  is  the  lot  of  all. 

ELEGIAC  VERSES 

ON  THE 

Death  of  a  favourite  Dog, 

1785* 


I  - 

-*•  F  all  the  world  mourn  for  the  lofs  of  a  friend. 

And  even  in  ftanza  their  virtues  commend, 

Why,  Jolly,  /houldft  thou  by  the  green  turf  be  pre/I, 
And  not  have  a  ftanza  along  with  the  reft  ? 

The  mifer,  that  ne’er  gave  a  farthing  away, 

Xantiope,  that  fcolded  throughout  the  long  day, 


I 
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The  drunken  young  Quixote  that  died  in  his  prime, 

In  their  graves  never  fail  to  be  flatter’d  with  rhyme* 
There  is  an  old  adage  our  poets  have  read, 

That  nothing  but  good  jhould  be  fpoke  of  the  dead. 

Hence  even  your  critics  of  truth  we  defy, 

When  we  write  of  the  dead — they  allow  us  to  lie. 

But  I,  my  dear  dog,  will  a  poem  compofe,  [beaus. 
That  fhall  break  half  the  hearts  of  the  belles  and  the 
To  the  view  of  each  reader  your  virtues  fhall  fhine 
In  verfes,  that  Hannah  fhall  fancy  divine. 

The  Stoics  of  old  were  forbid  to  complain 
At  Ioffes  and  croffes,  vexation  and  pain— 

When  the  day  I  recal  that  depriv’d  me  of  you, 

I  find,  my  dear  Jolly,  I’m  not  of  their  crew. 

H  ow  oft  in  the  year  fhall  I  vifit  your  grave 
Amid  the  long  foreft  that  darkens  the  wave  !  i 
How  often  lament,  when  the  day ’s  at  a  clofe, 

That  this  kitchen  of  death  is  your  place  of  repofe. 

Ah  here  1  (I  will  fay)  was  the  path  where  he  run  « 
My  dog  with  his  fmellers,  and  I  with  my  gun — 

And  here,  in  this  /pot,  where  the  willow  trees  grow, 
He  brought  out  a  rabbit  that  lurk’d  in  the  fnow  ! 

If  abfent  a  while  on  the  ocean  I  flray’d, 

I  hill  had  in  view  to  revifit  this  {hade— - 
But  alas  !  you  confider’d  the  profpedl  as  vain. 

Or  how  could  you  die  till  I  faw  you  again. 

A  country  there  is,  ’tis  invaln  to  deny. 

Where  monkies  and  puppies  are  fent  when  they  die, 

But  you - and  old  Minos  fhall  grant  you  his  pafs— > 

Muft  rank  with  the  dogs  of  the  gentleman  clafsi 
!  he  boatman  of  Styx  fhall  a  paffage  prepare, 

And  the  dog  at  the  portal  fhall  welcome  you  there. 
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"W  ith  the  Cynics  of  hell  you  /hall  walk  a  grave  pace,> 
For  dogs  among  do&ors  are  no  fuch  difgrace. 

On  the  bark  of  this  maple,  that  ihadows  your  bones, 

I  am  proud  to  engrave  thefe  poetical  groans, 

If  a  tombftcne  of  wood  ferves  a  foldier— ’tis  clear. 

This  tree  may  preferve  all  your  fame  for  a  year. 

For  the  fquirrel  you  tree’d,  and  the  duck  from  the  lake., 
Thefe  ftanzas  are  all  the  return  I  can  make  5 
But  thefe,  unaffedted,  my  friendlhip  will  {hew— 

And  the  world  {hall  allow  that  I  give  you  your  due. 

THE 

PROGRESS  of  BALLOONS. 

1785. 

“  Perdomita  tellus,  tumida  ceflerunt  freta, 

“  Inferna  noltros  regna  fenfere  impetus ; 

“  Immune  coelum  eft,  dignus  Alcidze  labor, 

“  In  alta  mundi  fpatia  fublimes  feremur.” 

Senec.  Here.  Furens . 


A  S  SI  S  T  me,  ye  mufes,  (whofe  harps  are  in  tune) 
To  tell  of  the  flight  of  the  gallant  balloon  1 
As  high  as  my  fubjedl  permit  me  to  foar 
To  heights  unattempted,  unthought  of  before. 

Ye  grave  learned  Dodtors,  whofe  trade  is  to  flgh. 

Who  labour  to  chalk  out  a  road  to  the  Iky, 

Improve  on  your  plans — or  I’ll  venture  to  fay, 

A  chymilc,  of  Paris,  will  {how  us  the  way. 

The  earth  on  its  furface  has  all  been  furvey’d, 

The  fea  has  been  traveli’d— and  deep  in  the  ihads 
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The  kingdom  of  Pluto  has  heard  us  at  work, 

When  we  dig  for  his  metals  wherever  they  lurk. 

But  who  would  have  thought  that  invention  could  rife 
To  find  out  a  method  to  foar  to  the  Ikies, 

And  pierce  the  bright  regions,  which  ages  afiign’d 
To  fpirits  unbodied,  and  flights  of  the  mind. 

Let  the  gods  of  Olympus  their  revels  prepare— 

By  the  aid  of  fome  pounds  of  inflammable  air 
We’ll  vifi.t  them  foon — and  forfake  this  dull  ball 
With  coat,  Ihoes  and  flockings,  fat  carcafe  and  all  1 
How  France  is  diftinguifh’d  in  Louis’s  reign! 

What  cannot  her  genius  and  courage  attain  ? 

Thro’out  the  wide  world  have  her  arms  found  the  way. 
And  art  to  the  ftars  is  extending  her  fway. 

At  fea  let  the  Britilh  their  neighbours  defy— 

The  French  fhall  have  frigates  to  traverfe  the  Iky, 

In  this  navigation  more  fortunate  prove,  ' 

And  cruife  at  their  eafe  in  the  climates  above. 

If  the  Englifh  Ihould  venture  to  fea  with  their  fleet, 

A  hoft  of  balloons  in  a  trice  they  lhall  meet. 

The  French  from  the  zenith  their  wings  lhall  difplay, 
And  foufe  on  thefe  fea-dogs  and  bear  them  away. 

Ye  fages,  who  travel  on  mighty  defigns. 

To  meafure  meridians  and  parallel  lines— 

The  talk  being  tedious — take  heed,  if  you  pleafe— 
Conftrudl  a  balloon — and  you’ll  do  it  with  eafe. 

And  ye  who  the  heav’n’s  broad  concave  furvey, 

And,  aided  by  glalfes,  its  fecrets  betray, 

Who  gaze,  the  night  through,  at  the  wonderful  fcene 
Yet  ftiil  are  complaining  of  vapours  between. 

Ah,  feize  the  conveyance,  and  fearlefly  rife 
To  peep  at  the  lanthorns  that  light  up  the  Ikies,,  • 

Z  z 
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And  floating  above,  on  our  ocean  of  air. 

Inform  us,  by  letter,  what  people  are  there . 

In  Saturn,  advife  us  if  fnow  ever  melts. 

And  what  are  the  ufes  of  Jupiter’s  belts  $ 

(Mars  being  willing)  pray  fend  us  word,  greetings 
If  his  people  are  fonder  of  fighting  than  eating. 

That  Venus  has  horns  we’ve  no  reafon  to  doubt, 

(I  forget  what  they  call  him  who  firfl:  found  it  out) 
And  you’ll  find,  I’m  afraid,  if  you  venture  too  uear5 

That  the  fpirits  of  cuckolds  inhabit  her  fphere. 

✓ 

Our  folks  of  good  morals  it  wofully  grieves. 

That  Mercury’s  people  are  villains  and  thieves. 

You'll  fee  how  it  is — but  I’ll  venture  to  fhew 
For  a  dozen  among  them,  twelve  dozens  below. 

From  long  obfervation  one  proof  may  be  had 
That  the  men  in  the  moon  are  incurably  mad  j 
However,  compare  us,  and  if  they  exceed 
They  muft  be  furprizingly  crazy  indeed. 

But  now,  to  have  done  with  our  planets  and  moons—* 
Come,  grant  me  a  patent  for  making  balloons— 

For  I  find  that  the  time  is  approaching— -the  day 
When  horfes  ihall  fail,  and  the  horfemen  decay. 

Poft  riders,  at  prefent  (call’d  Centaurs  of  old  ) 

Who  brave  all  the  feafons,  hot  weather  and  cold. 

In  future  fliall  leave  their  dull  poneys  behind 
And  travel,  like  ghofts,  on  the  wings  of  the  wind. 

The  ftagemen,  whofe  gallopers  fcarce  have  the  power 
Through  the  dirt  to  convey  you  ten  miles  in  an  hour. 
When  advanc’d  to  balloons  fhall  fo  furioufly  drive 
You’ll  hardly  know  whether  you’re  dead  or  alive. 

The  man  who  at  Bofton  fets  out  with  the  fun. 

If  the  wind  /fcould  be  fair*  may  be  with  us  at  one, 
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At  Gunpowder  Ferry  drink  whiikey  at  three 
And  at  fix  be  at  Edentown,  ready  for  tea. 

(The  machine  fhall  be  order’d,  we  hardly  need  fay, 

To  travel  in  darknefs  as  well  as  by  day) 

At  Charleflon  by  ten  he  for  fleep  fhall  prepare. 

And  by  twelve  the  next  day  be  the  devil  knows  where. 
When  the  ladies  grow  fick  of  the  city  in  June, 

What  a  jaunt  they  fhall  have  in  the  flying  balloon  ! 
Whole  mornings  fhall  fee  them  at  toilets  preparing. 
And  forty  miles  high  be  their  afternoon’s  airing. 

Yet  more  with  its  fitnefs  for  commerce  I’m  flruckj 
What  loads  of  tobacco  fhall  fly  from  Kentuck, 

What  packs  of  heft  beaver — bar-iron  and  pig. 

What  budgets  of  leather  from  Conococheague  ! 

If  Britain  fhould  ever  diflurb  us  again, 

(As  they  threaten  to  do  in  the  next  George’s  reign) 

No  doubt  they  will  play  us  a  fet  of  new  tunes. 

And  pepper  us  well  from  their  fighting  balloojis. 

To  market  the  farmers  fhall  fhortly  repair 

With  their  hogs  and  potatoes,  wholefale,  thro’  the  alr? 

Skim  over  the  water  as  light  as  a  feather, 

Themfelves  and  their  turkies  converfing  together. 

Such  wonders  as  thefe  from  balloons  fhall  arife— 
And  the  giants  of  old,  that  aflaulted  the  fkies 
With  their  Ofia  on  Pelion,  fhall  freely  confefs 
That  all  they  attempted  was  nothing  to  this. 
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OCCASIONED  BY 

The  Death  of  General  Joseph  Reed  —March,  1785, 
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O  V/IFT  to  the  duft  defcends  each  honour’d  name 
That  rais’d  their  country  to  thefe  heights  of  fame,  * 
Sages  that  plann’d,  and  chiefs  that  led  the  way 
To  freedom’s  temple— all  too  foon  decay; 

Alike  fubmit  to  one  unalter’d  doom. 

Their  glories  clofing  in  perpetual  gloom, 

Like  the  dim  fplendours  of  the  evening,  fade, 

While  night  advances  to  complete  the  fhade. 

Reed  !  ’tis  for  thee  we  filed  th’  unpurchas’d  tear. 
Rend  o’er  thy  tomb,  and  plant  our  laurels  here, 

Thy  own  brave  deeds  the  nobleft  pile  tranfcend. 

And  virtue,  patriot  virtue,  mourns  her  friend. 

Gone  to  thofe  realms  where  worth  may  claim  regard. 
And  gone  where  virtue  meets  her  beft  reward. 

No  fingle  art  engag’d  his  manly  mind. 

In  every  feene  his  active  genius  /Lin’d, 

Nature  in  him,  in  honour  to  our  age. 

At  once  compos’d  the  foldier  and  the  fage ; _ 

Firm  to  his  purpofe,  vigilant,  and  bold, 

Detefting  traitors,  and  defpifing  gold, 

He  fcorn’d  all  bribes  from  Britain’s  ho/tile  throne— 
For  all  his  country’s  wrongs  were  thrice  his  own, 

Reed,  reft  in  peace,  for  time’s  impartial  page 
Shall  blaft  the  wrongs  of  this  ungrateful  age  : 

Long  in  thefe  climes  thy  name  fiiall  fiouriih  fair, 

The  ftatefman’s  pattern,  and  the  poet’s  care  7 
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Long  on  thefe  plains  thy  memory  fhall  remain, 
And  ftill  new  tributes  from  new  ages  gain, 
Fair  to  the  eye  that  injur'd  honour  rife— 

Nor  traitors  triumph  while  the  patriot  dies. 


THE 

FIVE  AGES. 

1785* 


HE  reign  of  old  Saturn  is  highly  renown’d. 

For  many  fine  things  that  no  longer  are  found. 

Trees  always  in  bloffom,  men  free  from  all  pains, 

And  fhepherds  as  mild  as  the  fheep  on  their  plains. 

In  the  midland  Equator,  difpenfing  his  fway, 

The  Sun,  they  pretended,  purfu’d  his  bright  way, 

Not  rambled,  unfteady,  to  regions  remote, 

To  talk,  once  a-year,  with  the  crab  and  the  goat. 
From  a  motion  like  this,  have  the  fages  explain’d. 
How  fummer  for  ever  her  empire  maintain’d  5 
While  the  turf  of  the  fields  by  the  plough  was  unbroke, 
And  a  houfe  for  the  fhepherd,  the  {hade  of  the  oak. 

Yet  fome  fay  there  never  was  feen  on  this  ftage 
What  poets  affirm  of  that  innocent  age , 

When  the  brutal  creation  from  bondage  was  free. 

And  men  were  exadtly  what  mankind  fhould  be. 

But  why  fhould  they  labour  to  prove  it  a  dream  ?— 

The  poets  of  old  were  in  love  with  the  theme, 

And,  leaving  to  others  mere  truth  to  repeat. 

In  the  regions  of  fancy  they  found  it  complete. 
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Three  ages  have  been  on  this  globe,  they  pretend  5 
And  the  fourth,  fome  have  thought,  is  to  be  without  end  $ 
The  firfl:  was  of  Gold— But  a  fifth,  we  will  fay, 
lias  already  begun,  and  is  now  on  its  way. 
oince  the  days  of  Arcadia,  if  ever  there  fhin’d 
A  ray  of  the  firfl:  on  the  heads  of  mankind. 

Let  critics  difpute — but  with  us  it  is  clear. 

That  the  aera  of  paper  was  realiz’d  here . 

Four  ages,  however,  at  leaft  have  been  told, 

The  firfl:  is  compar’d  to  the  pureft  of  Gold _ 

But,  as  bad  luck  would  have  it,  its  circles  were  few. 
And  the  next  was  of  Silver— if  Ovid  fays  true. 

But  this,  like  the  former,  did  rapidly  pads _ 

While  that  which  oame  after  was  nothing  but  Brafs — 
An  age  of  mere  tinkers — and  when  it  was  loft. 

Old  Iron  fucceeded — we  know  to  ourcoft. 

And  hence  you  may  fairly  infer,  if  you  pleafe, 

3  hat  we  re  nothing  but  blackfmiths  of  various  degrees, 
Since  each  has  a  weapon,  of  one  fort  or  other 
a  o  fiir  up  the  coals,  and  to  fiiake  at  his  brother. 

.Should  the  Author  of  nature  reverfe  his  decree. 

And  bring  back  the  age  we’re  fo  anxious  to  fee. 
Agreement,  alas  !— you  would  look  for  invain, 

Fhe/z/jf  might  be  chang  d,  but  the  Jlaff  would  remain* 
The  lawyer  would  ftill  find  a  client  to  fleece, 

The  dodtor,  a  patient  to  pack  off  in  peace, 

The  parfon,  fome  hundreds  of  hearers  prepar’d 
To  meafure  his  grace  by  the  length  of  his  beard. 

Old  IVIomus  would  ftill  have  fome  cattle  to  lead. 

Who  would  hug  his  opinions,  and  fwallow  his  creed— 
So  it’s  beft,  I  believe,  that  things  are  as  they  are— ■ 

4*  Iron  3  the  meaneft— we’ve  nothing  to  fear* 
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w  E  Tories,  who  lately  were  frighten’d  away, 
When  you  march’d  into  York  all  in  battle  array. 

Dear  whigs,  in  our  exile  have  fomewhat  to  fay. 

From  the  clime  of  New  Scotland  we  wilh  you  to  know 
We  frill  are  in  being — mere  fpedires  of  woe. 

Our  dignity  high,  but  our  fpirits  are  low. 

Great  people  we  are,  and  are  call’d  the  king’s  friends— 
But  on  friendfhips  like  thefe  what  advantage  attends  ? 
We  may  ftarve  and  be  damn’d  when  we’ve  anfwer’d  his 
ends  ! 

The  Indians  themfelves,  whom  no  treaties  can  bind. 
We  have  reafon  to  think  are  perverfely  inclin’d-—* 

And  where  we  have  friends  is  not  eafy  to  find* 

From  the  day  we  arriv’d  on  this  defolate  fhore 
We  frill  have  been  wiihing  to  fee  you  once  more. 

And  your  freedom  enjoy,  now  the  danger  is  o’er. 

Although  we  be-rebel’d  you  up  hill  and  down, 

It  was  all  for  your  good — and  to  honour  a  crown 
Whofe  fplendors  have  fpoil’d  better  eyes  than  our  own# 

That  villains  we  are,  is  no  more  than  our  due. 

And  fo  may  remain  for  a  century  through, 

/ 

Unlefs  we  return,  and  be  dottor’d  by  you* 
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Although  with  the  dregs  of  the  world  we  are  clafs’d. 
We  hope  your  refentment  will  foften  at  lad:, 

Now  your  toils  are  repaid,  and  our  triumphs  are  paft. 

When  a  matter  is  done,  ’tis  a  folly  to  fret— 

Rut  your  market-day  mornings  we  cannot  forget. 
With  your  coaches  to  lend,  and  your  horfes  to  Jet, 

Your  dinners  of  beef,  and  your  breakfafts  of  toad;  ! 
But  we  have  no  longer  fuch  bleftings  to  boaft. 

No  cattle  to  fteal,  and  no  turkies  to  road. 

Such  enjoyments  as  thefe,  we  mull  tell  you  with  pain, 
3Tis  odds  we  (hall  only  be  wifhing  in  vain 
Unlefs  we  return,  and  be  brothers  again. 

We  burnt  up  your  mills  and  your  meetings,  ’tis  true. 
And  many  bold  fellows  we  crippled  and  dew— 

(Ay  !  we  were  the  boys  that  had  fomething  to  do  1) 

Old  Huddy  we  hung  on  the  Neverfink  drore — 

But,  Sirs,  had  we  hung  up  a  thoufand  men  more. 
They  had  all  been  aveng’d  in  the  torments  we  bore 

When  Afgill  to  Jerfey  you  foolilhly  fetch’d. 

And  each  of  us  fear’d  that  his  neck  would  be  ftretch’d. 
When  you  were  be-rebel’d,  and  we  were  be-wretch’d. 

In  the  book  of  deftruttion  it  feems  to  be  written 
That  Tories  mud  dill  be  dependent  on  Britain— 

The  word  of  dependence  that  ever  was  hit  on. 

Now  their  work  is  concluded — that  pitiful  jobb— 
They  fend  over  convidta  to  drengthen  our  mob— 

And  fo  we  do  nothing  but  fnivel  and  fob. 

The  word:  of  all  countries  has  fell  to  our  diare. 

Where  winter  and  famine  provoke  our  defpair* 

And  fogs  are  for  ever  obfcuring  the  air* 
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Although  there  be  nothing  but  fea  dogs  to  feed  on. 
Our  friend  Jemmy  Rivington  made  it  an  Eden— 
But,  alas  !  he  had  nothing  but  lies  to  proceed  on. 


Deceiv  d  we  were  all  by  his  damnable  fchemes— 

A  hen  he  colour’d  it  over  with  gardens  and  ftreams. 
And  grottoes  and  groves,  and  the  reft  of  his  dreams* 


Our  heads  were  fo  turn’d  by  that  conjuror’s  fpell, 
We  fwal low’d  the  lies  he  was  tutor’d  to  tell— 

But  his  “  happy  retreats”  were  the  vifions  of  hell. 


We  feel  fo  enrag’d  we  could  rip  up  his  weazon. 

When  we  think  of  the  foil  he  deferib'd  with  its  trees  on. 
And  the  plenty  that  reign’d, and  the  charms  of  eachfeafon. 

Like  a  parfon  that  tells  of  the  joys  of  the  bleft 
rI  o  a  man  to  be  hang’d— he  himfelf  thought  it  bell 
i  o  remain  where  he  was,  in  his  haven  of  red. 


Since  he  help’d  us  away  by  the  means  of  his  types* 
His  precepts  Ihould  only  have  lighted  our  pipes. 

His  example  was  rather  to  honour  your  ftripes. 

Row,  if  we  return,  as  we’re  bone  of  your  bone, 

W  e  It  j  enounce  all  allegiance  to  George  and  his  throne 
And  be  the  beft  fubjedls  that  ever  were  known. 


In  a  (hip,  you  have  feen  (where  the  duty  is  hard) 

I  he  cook  and  his  fcullion  may  claim  fome  regard. 
But  it  takes  a  good  fellow  to  brace  the  main  yard. 


Howe’er  you  defpife  us  becaufe  you  are  free, 
"J  he  world  s  at  a  lots  for  fuch  fellows  as  we. 

f  * 
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So  we  think  it  is  better  to  fee  you,  by  far— 

And  have  hinted  our  meaning  to  governor  Parr— 
The  worft  that  can  happen  is  —feathers  and  tar. 
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the  Weftern  Country. 
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To  weftern  woods,  and  lonely  plains, 

Palemon  from  the  crowd  departs, 

Where  nature’s  wildeft  genius  reigns, 

To  tame  the  foil,  and  plant  the  arts— 

What  wonders  there  fhall  freedom  Ihow, 

What  mighty  States  fuccefiive  grow  ! 


From  Europe’s  proud,  defpotic  fhores 
Hither  the  ftranger  takes  his  way, 

And  in  our  new  found  world  explores 
A  happier  foil,  a  milder  fway. 

Where  no  proud  defpot  holds  him  down, 

No  flaves  infult  him  with  a  crown. 

% 

What  charming  fcenes  attradl  the  eye. 

On  wild  Ohio’s  favage  ftream  ! 

Here  nature  reigns,  whofe  works  outvie 
The  boldeft  pattern  art  can  frame  $ 

Here  ages  pa  ft  have  roll’d  away. 

And  for  efts  bloom’d— but  to  decay. 
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From  thefe  fair  plains,  thefe  rural  feats, 

So  long  conceal’d,  fo  lately  known, 

The  unfocial  Indian  far  retreats, 

To  make  fome  other  clime  his  own, 

Where  other  ftreams,  iefs  plealing,  flow, 

And  darker  forefts  round  him  grow. 

% 

Great  Sire  of  floods !  whofe  varied  wave  [Mijjifippu 
Through  climes  and  countries  takes  its  way, 

To  whom  creating  nature  gave 

Ten  thoufand  ftreams  to  fwell  thy  fway  ! 

No  longer  fhall  they  ufelefs  prove. 

Nor  idly  through  the  forefts  rove  5 

/ 

Nor  longer  (hall  thy  princely  flood 
From  diftant  lakes  be  fwell’d  in  vain, 

Nor  longer  through  a  darkfome  wood 
Advance,  unnotic’d,  to  the  main, 

Far  other  ends  the  fates  decree— 

And  commerce  plans  new  freights  for  thee. 

While  virtue  warms  the  generous  breaft, 

Here  heaven-born  freedom  fhall  refide, 

Nor  fliall  the  voice  of  war  rnoieft. 

Nor  Europe’s  all-afpiring  pride — 

Here  reafon  fhall  new  laws  devife, 

And  order  from  confufion  rife. 

Forfaking  kings  and  regal  ftate, 

(A  debt  that  reafon  deems  amifs) 

The  traveller  owns,  convinc’d  though  late, 

No  realm  fo  free,  fo  bleft  as  this—* 
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The  eaji  is  half  to  Haves  confign’d. 

And  half  to  flavery  more  refin’d. 


O  come  the  time,  and  hafte  the  day, 
When  man  /hall  man  no  longer  cruft. 
When  reafon  ftall  enforce  her  fway, 

Ror  thefe  fair  regions  raife  our  bluft. 
Where  Hill  the  African  complains. 
And  mourns  his  yet  unbroken  chains. 


Far  brighter  fcenes,  a  future  age. 

The  mufe  predifts,  thefe  States  ftall  hail, 
W hofe  genius  ftall  the  world  engage. 
Whole  deeds  ftall  over  death  prevail. 

And  happier  fyftems  bring  to  view 
Than  all  the  eaftern  fages  knew. 


t 
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HEY  who  to  warmer  regions  run, 
May  blefs  the  favour  of  the  fun, 

But  feek  in  vain  what  charms  us  here. 
Life’s  picture  varying  with  the  year. 

Spring  and  her  wanton  train  advance 
Like  Youth  to  lead  the  feflive  dance, 

A1J,  all  her  fcenes  are  mirth  and  play. 
And  blufting  Moffo  ms  own  her  fway. 


t 


The  Summer  next  (thoCe  blolToms  blown) 
Brings  on  the  fruits  that  fpring  had  Town, 
Thus  men  advance ,  impell’d  by  time, 

And  nature  triumphs  in  her  prime. 

Then  Autumn  crowns  the  beauteous  year, 
The  groves  a  ficklier  afped  wear. 

And  mournful  fhe  ( the  lot  of  all) 
Matures  her  fruits  to  make  them  fall* 
Clad  in  the  veftments  of  a  tomb. 

Old  age  is  only  TVinters  gloom— 

Winter,  alas  !  fhall  fpring  reftore, 

But  youth  returns  to  man  no  more. 


NEW  YEAR’S  VERSES, 

ADDRESSED 

To  thofe  Gentlemen  who  have  been  pleafed  to  favour 
Ft  ancis  TVrighy ,  News  Carrier,  with  their  cuitom. 

January  i,  1783. 

I 

Ac  CORDING  to  cuflom,  once  more  I  appear 
With  the  verfe  you  exped  at  the  dawn  of  the  year : 

For  at  length  we  have  got  into  eighty  and  three 
And  in  fpite  of  proud  Britain,  are  happy  and  free. 

If  the  times  have  been  hard,  and  our  commerce  gone 
We  Hill  have  been  able  to  druggie  along.  [wrong, 

If  fome,  through  misfortunes,  are  flack  jn  the  purfe, 
It  is  not  fo  bad  but  it  might  have  been  worfe. — 

Great  things,  the  year  pad,  were  reveal’d  to  our  eyes  : 
The  Dutch  have  confefs’d  us  their  friends  and  allies. 
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And  humbled  the  pride  of  our  haughty  invaders, 

By  fighting  their  fleets  and  deflroying  their  traders. 

If  the  Englifii  fucceeded  in  taking  the  Count, 

To  what,  in  the  end,  did  their  conqueft  amount  ? 
With  their  boafls,  and  their  brags,  and  their  ihouts  of 
applaufe. 

It  but  fav’d  them  from  ruin— -not  ruin’d  our  cau fe. 

But  leaving  the  weight  of  political  cares 
To  thofe,  who  are  plac’d  at  the  helm  of  affairs. 

To  the  humours  of  fortune  in  all  things  refign’d, 

I  mean  by  my  vifit  to  put  you  in  mind, 

That,  as  true  as  a  clock,  both  early  and  late. 

With  the  news  of  the  day  I  have  knock’d  at  your  gate, 
.And  gave  you  to  know  what  the  world  was  a  doin^. 
What  Louis  intended,  or  George  was  a  brewing. 

If  fometimes  the  papers  were  trifling  and  flat, 

And  the  news  went  againft  us, — I  cou’dn’t  help  that; 

If  parties  were  angry,  and  vented  th.eir  fpite, 

I  bro’t  you  their  wranglings — not  help’d  them  to  write. 

I  therefore  prefume  (and  not  without  reafon)  [feafcnj 
You’ll  remember  your  Newsman,  and  think  of  the 
The  markets  are  high,  and  the  weather  is  cold  $ 

No  party  I  ferve,  and  no  penfion  I  hold. 

W’e  Hawkers  are  men,  and  have  children  and  wives 
To  comfort  our  hearts,  and  to  folace  our  lives  : 

But  if  I  fay  more,  you’ll  think  it  is  fluff  $ 

And  a  word  to  the  %vtfe  is,  in  reafon,  enough . 
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addressed  to 

The  Cuftomers  of  the  Pennsylvania  Evening 
Post,  by  the  Printer’s' Lad  who  carries  it. 

January  4,  1783* 


Through  wet  and  dry,  and  heat  and  cold. 
By  all  mifchances  uncontroul’d, 

Howe’er  the  winds  blew  high  or  low, 

Through  dirty  ftreets,  or  ftreets  of  fnow, 

I  David,  with  the  Evening  Post, 

Defpifing  darknefs,  rain  and  froft. 

Your  doors  have  ’tended  twice  a  week, 

Left  you  fhould  have  the  news  to  feek. 

And  plague  your  friends  for  that  which  we 
Beftow  you  for  a  trifling  fee. 

Thus  months  run  on,  and  feafons  pafs’d, 

The  old  Year  has  run  out  at  laft  ; 

Now  once  again,  as  Hermes  true, 

(Proftrate  the  old  Year  eighty -two) 

I  come  to  greet  ye  with  the  New  : 

I  am  a  brifk  and  trufty  Lad  5 

The  war  is  long,  and  times  are  bad  ; 

Not  all  attempts  dame  Fortune  crowns, 

On  fome  fire  fmiles,  on  others  frowns, 

Yetftill  beneficent  to  all, 

Gives  each  his  turn  to  rife  and  fall. 

Though  on  the  land  our  foes  we  beat. 

And  forc’d  them  early  to  retreat, 
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Drove  them  from  Eeerjheba  to  Dan, 

And  made  them  quit  their  favourite  plan. 

By  fea-they  dill  our  coads  invade, 

Diftrefs  our  fhores,  obdrudt  our  trade  5 
This  hurts  us  all,  it  is  confed. 

And  Towne  and  me  among  the  red. 

Since  Fortune  then  fo  often  wavers. 

And  grants  fo  fparlngly  her  favours, 

’Tis  in  your  power,  good  natur’d  friends. 

For  her  caprice  to  make  amends. 

And  place  us  for  at  lead  a  day 
Beyond  the  limits  of  her  fway, 

Regardlefs  of  her  whims  and  fancies. 

Or  whom  die  humbles  or  advances. 

I  might  go  on,  God  knows  how  long. 

And  plague  you  with  my  New  Year  fong. 
iiariais  you  with  unnumber’d  rhymes. 

And  moralize  upon  the  Times  5 

Inform  you  as  lad  year  went  round 

*1  hat  fome  were  hang’d,  and  fomewere  drown’d 

That  fome  grow  rich,  while  others  fail, 

That  fome  are  free,  and  fome  in  jail  j 
AfTert  that  things  are  fcarce  and  dear, 

A  Shilling  for  a  Quart  of  Beer  : _ - 

But  what  would  all  our  rhymes  avail  ? 

Our fubjeEl  is  already  dale. 

Our  lad  campaign  has  nothing  done 
That  poets  might  defcant  upon. 

And  I  have  little  elfe  to  fay. 

Except  that  time  makes  hade  away. 

And  we  are  pad  the  New  Tear's  day  : 

As  x  ime  his  circling  path  purfues 


Vi* 
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Perhaps  I’ll  bring  you  better  news  ; 

Some  new  difgrace  to  Britifh  fleets* 

Mifhaps,  difafters,  and  defeats  j 
So  pray  be  kind,  and  I’ll  be  fteady, 

Our  Prefs  and  Paper  always  ready. 

And  the  Evening  Post  advance  with  vigour 
’Till  it  and  I  be  fomething  bigger. 


NEW  YEAR’S  VERSES, 


ADDRESSED  TO 

The  Cuftomers  of  the  Freeman’s  Journal,  by 
the  Lad  who  carries  it. 


January  8,  17S3. 


ET  thofe  who  will,  in  hackney’d  rhyme 
And  common  cant,  take  up  your  time. 

And  even  the  mufe’s  aid  implore 
To  tell  you  what  you  knew  before, 

1  hat  days  are  Jhort  and  nights  are  longy 
The  weather  cold  and  hunger  jlrongy 
1  he  markets  high—- and  fuch  like  fluff— , 

I’m  fure  you  know  it  well  enough  j— . 
Untaught  by  us,  I  dare  to  fay, 

You  hit,  exactly,  New  Tear's  day , 

And  knew  at  leaft  as  well  as  we 
The  prefent  year  is  eighty-three  3— 

(Such  Ample  things  as  thefe  to  tell 
A  mere  drum  head  would  do  as  well—) 

All  this  I  knew  you  knew  before. 

And  therefore  knock’d  not  at  your  door 

Ebb 
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Upon  the  Individual  day 

When  eighty-three  came  into  play, 

With  verfes  for  the  purpofe  plann’d 
Bidding  you  gravely  watch  your  /and , 

Since  death  is  always  near  at  hand  ; 

All  this  I  left  to  thofe  whofe  trade  is 
To  threaten  beaus  and  frighten  ladies. 

And  brought  my  papers,  (fwiftly  fpeeding) 
The  Freeman  s  Journal ,  for  your  reading. 

Unhappy  Journal,  doom’d  by  fate 
To  meet  with  unrelenting  hate, 

From  thofe  who  can  their  venom  fpit, 

Yet  condefcend  to  fteal  your  wit  ; 

While  Fimon ,  with  malicious  fpirit. 

Allows  you  not  a  grain  of  merit. 

While  he  an  idle  pomp  affumes 
Let  him  return  his  borrow’d  plumes, 

And  you  will  find  the  infedt  creeping 
With  not  a  feather  worth  the  keeping. 

But  this  is  neither  here  nor  there. 

May  quarrels  pair  diffolve  in  air  $ 

In  Stygian  waves  of  fable  hue 
Be  all  abforb’d  with  eighty-two. 

Or,  loft  on  Lethe’s  filent  ftrore, 

Difgrace  our  rifing  State  no  more. 

Another  word  I  meant  to  fay, 

(Kind  cuftomers,  have  patience,  pray. 

My  fubjedt  is  the  New  Year’s  day) 

How  came  it  that  miftaken  man 
Has  thus  inverted  nature’s  plan. 

And  contradidled  common  reafon 
By  making  this  the  mirthful  feafon3 


When  all  is  dreary  dull  and  dead. 

The  fun  to  fouthern  climates  fled 
To  dart  his  fierce  and  downright  begins 
Intenfely  on  Brazilian  dreams  3 
No  dailies  on  the  frozen  plain, 

No  daffodils  to  pleafe  the  fwain, 

The  limpid  wave  compell’d  to  freeze. 

And  not  a  leaf  upon  the  trees  !  — 

’Tis  wrong — -the  very  birds  will  fay. 

Their  New  Year  is  the  bloom  of  May  5 
Then  nature  calls  to  foft  delights, 

And  they  obey  as  die  invites. 

And  yet  this  happinefs  below. 

Which  all  would  gain  but  few  know  how. 

Is  not  to  time  or  place  confin’d, 

’Tis  feated  only  in  the  mind  3 
Let  feafons  vary  as  they  will 
Contentment  leaves  us  happy  dill, 

Makes  life  itfelf  pafs  fmooth  away. 

Makes  every  hour  a  Neva  Year's  day . 

NEW  YEAR’S  VERSES, 

FOR 

Thofe  who  carry  the  Pennsylvania  Gazette 

to  the  Cuflomers. 

January  1,  1784. 


H  OW  things  are  chang’d  fince  lad  New  Year, 
What  difmal  profpe&s  then  arofe  ! 

Scarce  at  your  doors  I  dar’d  appear, 

So  multifauo  us  were  our  woes  s 
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Eut  time  at  length  has  chang’d  the  fcene, 
Our  profpedts  now  are  more  ferene. 

* 

Bad  news  we  brought  you  every  day. 

Your  Teamen  fiain,  your  fhips  on  fhore. 

The  army  fretting  for  their  pay— 

5Twas  well  they  had  not  fretted  more  ! 

’Twas  wrong  indeed  to  wear  our  fhoes, 

To  bring  you  nothing  but  bad  news. 

Now  let’s  be  joyful  for  the  change— 

The  folks  that  guard  the  Englijh  throne 
Have  giv’n  us  ample  room  to  range. 

And  more,  perhaps,  than  was  their  own  j 

To  weftern  lakes  they  ftretch  our  bounds. 
And  yield  the  Indian  hunting  grounds. 

But  pray  read  on  another  year. 

Remain  the  humble  Newfman’s  friend  } 

And  he’ll  engage  to  let  you  hear 
What  Europe's  princes  next  intend. — 

E’en  now  their  brains  are  all  at  work. 

To  roufe  the  RuJJian  on  the  Turk. 

t 

Well — if  they  fight,  then  fight  they  muft, 
They  are  a  ftrange,  contentious  breed  j 
One  good  effedt  will  be,  I  truft. 

The  more  that’s  kill’d,  the  more  you’ll  read  j 
For  paft  experience  fully  Ihews, 

*2 hat  WRANGLING  IS  the  LIFE  of  NEWS? 
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ADDRESSED 

To  the  Cuftomers  of  the  Freeman’s  Journal,  by 
the  Lad  who  carries  it, 

January  7,  1784. 

| 

S  LEST  be  the  man  who  early  prov’d 
And  firft  contriv’d  to  make  it  clear 
That  Time  upon  a  dial  mov’d. 

And  trac’d  that  circle  call’d  a  year  5 

Ere  he  arofe,  the  favage,  man, 

No  bounds  to  years  nor  feafons  knew, 

On  Nature’s  book  his  reckoning  ran, 

And  focial  feftivals  were  few. 

In  after  days,  when  folks  grew  wife 

New  wonderments  were  daily  found, 

Syftems  they  built  on  pumpkin  pies, 

And  prov’d  that  every  thing  went  round. 

/ 

Experience  fhews  they  reafon’d  right, 

(With  laurels  we  their  tombs  fhould  crown) 

For  half  the  world  is  in  fuch  plight 

That  one  would  fwear  it  upfide  down. 

Now  I  am  one,  (and  pray  attend) 

Who,  marching  in  a  fmaller  fphere. 

To  fet  you  right,  my  fervice  lend. 

By  bringing  Papers  through  the  year, 
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Which  to  your  Honours  may  impart 

A  thoufand  new  invented  fehemes. 

The  works  of  wit,  and  toils  of  art. 

News,  commerce,  politics,  and  dreams  s 

Though  in  a  Aieet,  at  random  calf. 

Our  motley  knowledge  we  di/pofe. 

From  fuch  a  mafs,  in  ages  paft. 

Have  lefs  fubftantial  fabrics  rofe  5 

The  Sybil  wife,  as  Virgil  fays, 

Her  writings  to  the  leaves  confign’d. 
Which  foon  were  borne  a  thoufand  ways, 
Derang’d  and  fcatter’d  by  the  wind. 

Not  fuch  negledt  in  me  is  feen— » 

Soon  as  my  leaves  have  left  the  prefs 
.1  hafte  to  bring  them,  neat  and  clean, 

At  all  times  in  a  New  Year’s  drefs. 

Though  winds  their  ancient  fpite  retain, 

And  Arrive  to  tear  them  from  my  hold, 

I  bear  them  fa fe  through  wind  and  rain, 
Defpifing  heat,  defpifing  cold. 

While  thus  employ’d,  from  week  to  week. 

You  furely  will  not  think  it  hard 
If,  with  the  reft,  I  come  to  feek 

Some  humble  token  of  regard. 

Nor  will  you  deem  my  conduct  Arrange 

If  what  I  long  have  thought  be  true—® 
That  life  itfelf  is  conftant  change, 

And  death,  the  want  of  fortieth]  ng  -new* 


. 
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1  HE  conftant  lapfe  of  rolling  years 
<c  Awakes  our  hopes,  provokes  our  fears 
(C  Of  fomething  yet  unknown  ; 

C(  We  faw  the  laft  year  pafs  away, 
t(  But  who,  alas  !  can  truly  fay 

<f  The  next  fhall  be  his  own  ?’* 

So  cTmon  cries— and  thoufands  more 
Will  preach  their  moral  dodlrines  o’er  5 
And  when  the  preaching’s  done. 

Each  goes  his  various,  wonted  way. 

To  labour  fome,  and  fome  to  play— 

So  moves  the  circle  on. 

How  fwift  the  vagrant  feafons  fly  5 
They’re  hardly  born  before  they  die. 

Yet  in  their  wild  career. 

Like  atoms  round  the  rapid  wheel, 

We  feem  the  fame,  though  changing  fail. 
Mere  reptiles  of  a  year. 

Some  run  to  feek  a  charming  bride , 

Some,  rhimes  to  make  on  one  that  died  5 
And  millions  curfe  the  day 
When  firfl  in  Hymen’s  filke.n  bands 
The  parfon  join’d  miftaken  hands. 

And  bade  the  bride  obey. 
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While  fad  Emelia  vents  her  fighs, 

In  epitaphs  and  elegies, 

For  her  departed  deary 
Who  would  fuppofe  yon’  muffled  bell. 

And  mourning  gowns,  were  meant  to  tell. 
Her  grief  will  laft — a  year  ? 

In  folly’s  path  how  many  meet— 

What  hofis  fhall  live  to  lie  and  cheat — - 
How  many  empty  pates 
Shall,  in  this  wife,  difcerning  year. 

In  native  dignity  appear 

To  manage  riling  Hates  ! 

% 

*Tis  vain  to  ligh  ! — the  wheel  mull  on— 
And  liraws  are  to  the  whirlpool  drawn, 
With  Ihips  of  gallant  mien— 

What  has  been  once,  fhall  time  reftorej 
What  now  exilis,  has  been  before— 

Years  only  change  the  fcene. 

In  endlefs  circles  all  things  move, 

Eelow,  .about,  far  off,  above. 

This  motion  all  attain— 

If  Folly’s  felf  Ihould  hit  away. 

She  would  return  fome  New  Year’s  dav. 
With  millions  in  her  train. 

Sun,  moon,  and  liars,  are  each  a  fphere. 
The  earth  the  fame,  or  very  near. 

Sir  Ifaac  has  defin’d — 

In  circles  every  coin  is  call, 

And  hence  our  calh  departs  fo  fali, 

Caili— that  no  charm  can  bind# 
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From  you  to  me — from  me  it  rolls 
To  comfort  other  cloudy  fouls:— 

If  once  we  make  it  fquare. 

Perhaps  the  uneafy  gueft  will  ftay 
To  cheer  us  in  fome  wint’ry  day, 

And  fmooth  the  brow  of  care. 

But  now,  to  hint  my  meaning  plain— * 

‘This  day  I  come  to  feek  again. 

What  all  the  worldly  wife. 

What  lord,  and  prince,  and  knight,  and  fquire, 
And  I — as  well  as  they — admire. 

With  equal  ardour  prize. 


THE 

LITERARY  PLUNDERERS. 

1785. 


The  head,  whofe  toiling  concave  teems 
With  millions  of  unhnifh’d  fchemes. 

Plans  that  in  fhapelefs  embrio  Iy, 

Or  projects  form’d,  the  Lord  knows  why. 
Had  better  far  thofe  whims  refign. 

And  aid  this  humble  theme  of  mine; 
Contrive  fome  means  to  crufh  the  power 
Ot  mice,  that  everv  art  devour. 

Check,  with  fuccefs,  their  hoftile  rage. 
And  flay  thefe  Vandals  of  the  age. 

Fame  fays  that  Wales  did  firft  contrive 
To  feize  the  unwary  mice  alive, 

C  c  c 
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And  they  who  (corn'd  all  locks  and  keys, 
Were  caught  by  means  of  toaded  cheefe— * 
Vain  fcheme  !  for  (till  thefe  fiends  annoy. 
And  dare  my  favourite  books  dedroy— 

No  cares  of  mine  their  rage  defeat, 

The  Welchman’s  trap  is  incomplete  !— 

See  Homer  there,  the  bard  renown’d. 

His  Iliad  one  perpetual  wound-— 

Each  chief,  by  their  infernal  teeth, 

Once  more  was  doom’d  to  fuffer  death  y 
Even  Helen’s  charms  they  dar’d  to  gnaw. 
Great  Ajax’  carcafe  fill’d  their  maw, 

And  half  the  gods  that  crowd  his  drain, 

In  mangled  morfels,  fcarce  remain. 

But,  wretch,  who  taught  thee  to  engage 
A  poet  of  a  later  age  ? 

Adas  !  thy  cruel  weapons  tore 
The  only  genius  I  adore — 

Is  Shakespeare  thu6  difgrac’d  by  you 
Who  look’d  the  world  of  nature  through. 
Who  fearing  high,  where  others  fail’d. 
Invention’s  brighted  heav’n  adail’d. 

And  faw  beyond  the  dark  difguife 
What  lay  too  deep  for  vulgar  eyes  ! 

Is  this  the  end  of  human  wit, 

Mud  mice  untouch’d  fuch  fpoils  commit ! 
Mud  all  thefe  fine  ideas  die 
That  warm’d  the  heart,  or  fill’d  the  eye— 
Mud  reptiles  thus  our  (helves  moled, 

Infects  that  Nature  made  in  jed. 

Who,  when  their  learned  fead  is  o’er. 
Shrink  from  the  light — to  rife  no  more* 


The  LITERARY  PLUNDERERS.  395 


Yes — fates  like  thefe,  our  toils  attend. 
And  Goths  have  ferv’d  no  other  end. 

Vex’d  tho1  I  am,  ’tis  vain  to  frown, 

I  figh — and  lay  my  cudgel  down  : 

’Tis  worfe  than  mad  to  arm  for  light 
When  not  a  moufe  appears  in  light — * 

Yet,  here  they  Hood  in  dark  array. 

Their  tragic  footfteps  I  furvey  ! 

Here — for  no  cat  the  plunderers  chac’d— 
They  laid  the  lands  of  learning  wafte. 

Made  war  with  wit,  fuch  havock  there 
As  fcarce  three  ages  can  repair  !  — 

Like  Britilh  hofts,  where’er  they  go 
They  leave  their  vefeiges  of  woe, 

Towns  half  deftroy’d,  polluted  lhades, 

Fields  robb’d  of  fence,  and  ruin’d  maids. 

Why,  Sufan,.  couldft  not  thou  defend 
Thefe  Ihelves  that  did  with  learning  bend  ? 
One  tne<w  of  thine  had  put  to  flight 
Thefe  children  of  congenial  night. 

Where  waft  thou  when  thefe  cruel  teeth 
Spread  through  my  leaves  untimely  death  ? — - 
See!  how  my  Montesquieu  is  torn-. 

See  !  Rabelais,  the  mices  fcorn. 

See,  how  they  tore  the  Mantuan  swain. 
Who  wrote  in  fo  divine  a  ftrain — 

Milton,  whofe  fancy  foar’d  fo  high, 

No  more  delights  my  tearful  eye, 

And  Swift,  fo  late  a  fund  of  wit, 

No  longer  prompts  the  laughing  fit. 

Ah,  Sufan,  fuch  negledt  was  hard— 

I  fear  you  kept  a  carclefs  guard, 
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Or  gadded  o’er  the  neighbouring  plain, 

Po  feek  Tome  favourite  bright  ey’d  fwain— 

Had  but  thofe  eyes  fail’d  in  their  art. 

To  tell  their  language  to  your  heart, 

I  Ihould  not  thus  have  loft  repofe. 

Nor  ligh’d  in  vain  to  cru/h  my  foes. 

My  mezzotintos—ah  behold— 

The  beauties  fam’d  in  days  of  old  ! 

She,-  who  for  Tarquin’s  lawlefs  love 
In  her  own  breaft  the  dagger  drove, 

Phefe  hends  of  night  have  made  their  prey, 

-And  gnaw’d  her  charming  face  away. 

And  here  in  ragged  robes  is  feen 
Bright  Cleopatra,  Egypt’s  queen  j 
With  cruel  fangs  thofe  eyes  they  tore 
That  warm’d  a  gazing  world  of  yore. 

With  hoftile  tooth  they  gnaw’d  that  breaft 
Which  robb  d  a  Roman  prince  of  reft, 

He  who  for  crowns  and  conqueft  ftrove, 

’Till  honour  was  difgrac’d  by  love. 

And  here,  in  vile  condition,  lies 
What  once  had  charm’d  a  hermit’s  eyes— * 

This  picture  art  can  ne’er  reftore. 

This  Venus,  that  fhall  bloom  no  more  j 
Art  form’d  her  fuch  as  angels  are. 

Beyond  all  mortal  beauty  fair  3— 

But  time  can  every  charm  difplace. 

And  have  fpoil  d  the  fineft  face  I 

But  muft  that  foft,  bewitching  eye 
With  meaner  Ihreds  neglected  ly— . 

Muft  all  thofe  lovely  colours  fade. 

By  niceft  art  fo  laviih  laid  . 
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On  her  fair  face — to  footh  my  pain, 

I  flgh,  and  look,  and  figh  again. 

Yes — -mifcreant,  though  thy  venom  tore 
The  painting,  art  can  ne’er  re  (tore. 

Still  in  the  dreams  of  fancy  Lleft, 

I  fteal  her  image  to  my  breaft, 

By  fancy’s  aid  that  form  repair. 

And,  mifer-like,  retain  it  there. 

Good  captain  Moufe,  what  mov’d  thine  ire. 
To  mangle  what  I  moft  admire  ?— 

Could  not  this  chief  have  led  his  band 
Where  yonder  brainlefs  authors  Hand— 

To  thofe  that  deal  in  forms  and  modes. 

To  laureat  Whitehead’s  New  Year  odes. 

To  verfes  wrote  on  puppies  dead. 

To  elegies  that  ne’er  were  read. 

To  Whaycum' s  tale,  that  brings  repofe, 

To  Wefley’s  hymns,  or  Whitefleld’s  profe 
Why  didft  thou  not  attack  the  train 
Who  teize  us  with  their  frothy  ftrain, 

The  tribe  who  female  honour  blaft. 

In  fniveling  rhimes,  at  random  caft. 

Or  thofe  who  fly  to  domes  of  flate. 

At  folly’s  door  fubmifiive  wait. 

And  fervile  ftill,  where  wealth  appears, 

Their  works  infcribe  to  financiers  ? 

To  arms,  to  arms  !  ye  chofen  few 
Who  fcience  love,  and  arts  purfuej 
Or,  if  your  arms  fliould  nought  avail, 

(Since  mice  may  over  men  prevail) 

Put  on  fome  wife,  inventive  cap. 

And  find  us  a  completer  trap. 
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X  HE  American  world,  as  our  hiftories  fay, 

Secluded  from  Europe  long  centuries  lay, 

But  peopled  by  beings  whom  white  men  deteft. 

The  fons  of  the  Tartars  that  came  from  the  weft. 
Thefe  Ind  ians,  ’tis  certain,  were  here  long  before  ye  all. 
And  dwelt  in  their  wigWams  from  time  immemorial  j 
In  a  mere  ftate  of  nature,  untutor’d,  untaught, 

They  did  as  they  pleas’d,  and  they  fpoke  as  they  thought— 
No  priefts  they  had  then  for  the  cure  of  their  fouls. 

No  lawyers,  recorders,  nor  keepers  of  rolls  5 
No  learned  phyficians  vile  ncjlrutn s  conceal'd— 

Their  druggift  was  nature — her  ftiop  was  the  field. 

In  the  midft  of  their  forefts  how  happy  and  bleft. 

In  the  fkin  of  a  bear  or  a  buffalo  dreft  ! 

No  care  to  perplex,  and  no  luxury  feen 
But  the  feaft,  and  the  fong,  and  the  dance  on  the  green. 
Some  bow’d  to  the  moon,  and  fome  worfhipp’d  the  fun., 
And  the  king  and  the  captain  were  center'd  in  one. 

In  a  cabin  they  met  on  their  councils  of  ftate, 

"Where  age  and  experience  alone  might  debate  : 

"With  quibbles  they  never  effay’d  to  beguile, 

And  nature  had  taught  them  the  orator’s  ftile  5 
No  pomp  they  affedfed,  nor  quaintly  refin’d 
he  nervous  idea  that  glanc’d  on  the  mind» 
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When  hunting  or  battle  Invited  to  arms, 

The  women  they  left  to  take  care  of  their  farms—* 
The  toils  of  the  fummer  did  winter  repay, 

While  fnug  in  their  cabins  they  fnor’d  it  away. 

If  death  came  among  them  his  dues  to  demand. 

They  flill  had  fome  profpedt  of  comfort  at  hand— 

The  dead  man  they  fent  to  the  regions  of  blifs. 

With  his  bottle  and  dog,  and  his  fair  maids  to  kifs. 
Thus  happy  they  dwelt  in  a  rural  domain, 
Uninffrudted  in  commerce,  unpradtis’d  in  gain. 

Till,  taught  by  the  loadllone  to  traverfe  the  Teas, 
Columbus  came  over,  that  bold  Genoefe. 

From  records  authentic,  the  date  we  can  fhew. 

One  thoufand  four  hundred  and  ninety  and  two 
Years,  borne  by  the  feafons,  had  vanilh’d  away, 
Since  the  babe  in  the  manger  at  Bethlehem  lay. 

What  an  aera  was  this,  above  all  that  had  pafs’d. 

To  yield  fuch  a  treafure,  difcover’d  at  iafl— 

A  new  world,  in  value  exceeding  the  old, 

Such  mountains  of  filver,  fuch  torrents  of  gold  ! 

Yet  the  lchemes  of  Columbus,  however  well  plann’d 
Were  fcarcely  fufficient  to  find  the  main  land  $ 

On  the  ijlands  alone  with  the  natives  he  fpoke. 

Except  when  he  enter’d  the  great  Oronoque : 

In  this  he  refembled  old  Mofes,  the  Jew, 

Who,  roving  about  with  his  wrong-headed  crew, 

When  at  length  the  reward  was  no  longer  deny’d 
From  the  top  of  Mount  Pifgah  he  faw  It  and  dy’d, 
Thefe  iflands  and  worlds  in  the  wat’ry  expanfe. 

Like  moft  mighty  things,  were  the  offspring  of  chance 
Since,  fleering  for  Afia,  Columbus,  they  fay. 

Was  aftonifh’d  to  find  fuch  a  world  in  his  way  1 
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No  wonder,  indeed,  he  was  fmit  with  furprize— 

This  empire  of  nature  was  new  to  their  eyes _ 

Cut  fhort  in  their  courfe  by  fo  fplendid  a  fcenc, 

Such  a  region  of  wonders  intruding  between  ! 

1  et  great  as  he  was,  and  deferving,  no  doubt, 

We  have  only  to  thank  him  for  finding  the  rout; 
Ehefe  climes  to  the  northward,  more  ftormy  and  cold* 
Were  referv’d  for  the  efforts  of  Cabot  the  bold. 

Where  the  fun  in  December  appears  to  decline 
Far  off  to  the  fouthward,  and  fouth  of  the  line, 

A  merchant  *  of  Florence,  more  fortunate  ftill, 
Explor’d  a  new  track,  and  difcover’d  Brazil  : 

Good  Fortune,  Vefpucius ,  pronounc’d  thee  her  own. 
Or  elfe  to  mankind  thou  hadfi:  fcarcely  been  known— 

By  giving  thy  name,  thou  art  ever  renown’d _ _ 

Thy  name  to  a  world  that  another  had  found  ! 
Columbia  the  name  was  that  Merit  decreed. 

But  Fortune  and  Merit  have  never  agreed— 
y  et  the  poets,  alone,  with  commendable  care 
Are  vainly  attempting  the  wrong  to  repair. 

The  bounds  I  prefcribe  to  my  verfe  are  too  narrow 
To  tell  of  the  conquefts  of  Francis  Pizarro  ; 

And  Cortez  ’tis  needlefs  to  bring  into  view. 

One  Mexico  conquer’d,  the  other  Peru. 

Montezuma  with  credit  in  verfe  might  be  read. 

But  Dryden  has  told  you  the  monarch  f  is  dead  ! 

And  the  woes  of  his  fubje&s  —  what  torments  they  bore, 
Be  Cafas ,  good  bifhop,  has  mention’d  before  : 

Bet  others  oe  fond  of  their  ftanzas  of  grief—* 

I  hate  to  difcant  on  the  fall  of  the  leaf— 

*  Americus  Vefpucius. 
f  Indian  Emperor,  a  tragedy. 
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Two  fcenes  are  fo  gloomy,  I  view  them  with  pain, 
The  annals  of  Death,  and  the  triumphs  of  Spain* 
Poor  Ata-bualpa  I  cannot  forget— 

He  gave  them  his  utmoft — yet  died  in  their  debt. 
His  wealth  was  a  crime  that  they  could  not  forgive. 
And  when  they  poflefs’d  it — forbade  him  to  live. 
Foredoom’d  to  misfortunes  (that  come  not  alone) 
He  was  the  twelfth  Inca  that  fat  on  the  throne. 
Who  fleecing  his  brother*  of  half  his  domains. 

At  the  palace  of  Cufco  confin’d  him  in  chains. 

But  what  am  I  talking — or  where  do  I  roam  ? 
sTis  time  that  our  ftory  was  brought  nearer  home-** 
From  Florida’s  cape  did  Cabot  explore 
To  the  fall  frozen  region  of  cold  Labrador e. 

In  the  year  fourteen  hundred  and  ninety  and  eight 
He  came,  as  the  annals  of  England  relate, 

.Bwt  finding  no  gold  in  the  lengthy  domain, 

And  coafting  the  country,  he  left  it  again. 

Next  Davis—- then  Hudfon  adventur’d,  they  fay. 

One  found  out  a  fir  eight ,  and  the  other  a  bay , 

Whofe  defolate  region,  or  turbulent  wave 
One  prefent  beftow’d  him—  and  that  was  a  grave. 

In  the  reign  of  a  virgin  (whom  fome  call  a  whore) 
Drake,  Hawkins,  and  Raleigh  in  fquadrons  came  o'er* 
While  Barlow  and  Grenville  fucceeded  to  thefe, 

Who  all  brought  their  colonies  over  the  feas. 

Thefe,  left  in  a  wildernefs  teeming  with  woes. 

The  natives,  fufpicious,  concluded  them  foes, 

And  murder  d  them  all  without  notice  or  warning, 
Ralph  Lane,  with  his  vagabonds,  fcarcely  returning. 

*  Huafcar,  who  was  legal  heir  to  the  throne, 
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In  the  reign  of  king  James  (and  the  firft  of  the  name) 
George  Summers  with  Hacluit  to  Chefapeake  came, 
"Where  far  in  the  forefts,  not  doom’d  to  renown, 

On  the  river  Powhatan  *  they  built  the  firft  town.  J* 
Twelve  years  after  this,  fome  fcores  of  Difienters 
I  o  the  northernmoft  diftridt  came,  feeking  adventures  j 
Outdone  by  the  bifhops,  thofe  great  faggot  fighters. 
They  left  them  to  hell  with  their  cafl'oeks  and  mitres. 
Thus  bani  fil’d  forever,  and  leaving  the  fod, 

The  firft  land  they  faw  was  the  pitch  of  Cape  Cod, 
Where  famifii’d  with  hunger  and  quaking  with  cold 
They  plann’d  their  new  Plymouth-—  fo  call’d  from  the  old. 
They  were,  without  doubt,  a  delightful  collection 
Some  came  to  be  rid  of  a  Stuart’s  direftion, 

Some  fail’d  with  a  view  to  dominion  and  riches, 

Some  to  pray  without  book,  and  a  few  to  hang  witches# 
Some  came,  on  the  Indians  to  fhed  a  new  light, 
Convinc’d  long  before  that  their  own  muft  be  right. 
And  that  all  who  had  died  in  the  centuries  paft 
On  the  devil’s  lee-fiiore  were  eternally  caft. 

* 

*  James  River,  Virginia, 
f  James  Town. 
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AMERICAN  Eli  STORY. 

[  CONTINUED.] 

“  Sitmihifas  audita  loqui” - — . —  "  Virg* * 


T  HESE  exiles  were  call  in  a  whimlical  mould. 

And  were  aw’d  by  their  priefts,  like  the  Hebrews  of  old  j 

Difclaim’d  all  pretences  to  jelling  and  laughter, 

And  figh’d  their  lives  through,  to  be  happy  hereafter. 

On  a  crown  immaterial  their  hearts  were  intent, 

They  look’d  towards  Zion ,  wherever  they  went. 

Did  all  things  in  hopes  of  a  future  reward, 

And  worrv’d  mankind — for  the  fake  of  the  Lord. 

* 

With  rigour  exceffive  they  ftrengthen’d  their  reign, 

Their  laws  were  conceiv’d  in  the  ill-natur’d  ftrain, 

With  myftical  meanings  the  faint  was  perplext. 

And  the  flelh  and  the  devil  were  flain  bv  a  text. 

* 

The  body  was  fcourg’d  for  the  good  of  the  foul, 

All  folly  difcourag’d  by  peevilh  controul, 

A  knot  on  the  head  was  the  lign  of  no  grace. 

And  the  Pope  and  his  comrade  were  pictur’d  in  lace. 

A  Hove  in  their  churches,  or  pews  lin’d  with  green. 
Were  horrid  to  think  of,  much  lefs  to  be  feen. 

Their  bodies  were  warm’d  with  the  linings  of  love. 

And  the  fire  was  fufficient  that  fialh’d  from  above. 
’Twas  a  crime  to  afiert  that  the  moon  was  opaque, 

To  fay  the  earth  mov’d,  was  to  merit  the  Hake  j 
And  he  that  could  tell  an  eclipfe  was  to  be. 

In  the  college  of  Satan  had  took  his  degree# 
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On  Sundays  their  faces  were  dark  as  a  cloud— 

The  road  to  the  meeting  was  only  allow’d, 

And  thofe  they  caught  rambling,  on  bus’nefs  orpleafure. 
Were  fent  to  the  flocks,  to  repent  at  their  leifure. 

This  day  was  the  mournfulleft  day  in  the  week— 

Except  on  religion  none  ventur’d  to  fpeak— 

This  day  was  the  day  to  examine  their  lives. 

To  clear  off  old  fc ores,  and  to  preach  to  their  wives. 

In  the  fchool  of  oppreffion  though  woefully  taught,  1 
5Twas  only  to  be  the  opprejjors  they  fought  ; 

All,  all  but  themfelves  were  be-devil’d  and  blind. 

And  their  narrowToul’d  creed  was  to  ferve  all  mankind® 

This  beautiful  fyftem  of  nature  below 

They  neither  con/ider’d,  nor  wanted  to  know. 

And  call  d  it  a  dog-houfe,  wherein  they  were  pent. 
Unworthy  themfelves,* and  their  mighty  defcent. 

They  never  perceiv’d  that  in  nature’s  wide  plan 
There  muft  be  that  whimfical  creature  call’d  Man, 

Far  fhort  of  the  rank  he  affeds  to  attain, 

^  et  a  link  in  its  place,  in  creation’s  vaft  chain. 

Whatever  is  foreign  to  us  and  our  kind 
Can  never  be  Jafting,  though  feemingly  join’d— 

The  hive  fvvarm’d  at  length,  and  a  tribe  that  was  teaz’d 
Set  out  for  Rhode- JJland ,  to  think  as  they  pleas’d. 

Some  hundreds  to  Britain  ran  murmuring  home— 

While  others  went  off  in  the  forefls  to  roam. 

When  they  found  they  had  mifs’d  what  they  look’d  for  a  t 
The  downfal  of  fin,  and  the  reign  of  the  jufl.  [hrfl. 
Hence,  dry  controverfial  refle&ions  were  thrown. 

And  the  old  dons  were  vex’d  in  the  way  they  had  fliown  s 
So  thofe  that  are  held  in  the  work-houfe  all  night 
Throw  dirt  the  next  day  at  the  doois,  out  of  fpitc- 


Ah,  pity  the  wretches  that  liv’d  in  thofe  days, 

^Ye  modern  admirers  of  novels  and  plays) 

When  nothing  was  fuffer’a  but  mufty,  dull  rules, 

And  nonfenfe  from  Mather ,  and  fluff  from  the  fchools! 
No  ftory,  like  Rachel's ,  could  tempt  them  to  figh, 
Sufanna  and  Judith  employ’d  the  bright  eye— 

No  fine  fpun  adventures  tormented  the  breaft. 

Like  our  modern  ClariiTa,  Tom  Jones,  and  the  reft, 
Thofe  tyrants  had  chofen  the  books  for  your  fhelves, 
(And,  truft  me,  no  other  than  fuited  themfelves. 

For  always  by  this  may  a  bigot  be  known, 

He  fpeaks  well  of  nothing  but  what  is  his  own.) 

From  indwelling  evil  thefe  fouls  to  releafe. 

The  Quakers  arriv’d  with  their  kingdom  of  peace— 

But  fome  were  tranfported  and  fome  bore  the  lafh. 

And  four  they  hang’d  fairly  for  preaching  up  trafti. 

The  lands  of  New  England  (of  which  we  now  treat) 
Were  famous,  ere  that,  for  producing  of  wheat  5 
But  the  foil  (or  tradition  fays  ftrangely  arnifs) 

Has  been  pefter’d  with  pumpkins  from  that  day  to  this. 

Thus,  feuds  and  vexations  diftradted  their  reign, 
(And  perhaps  a  few  veftiges  ftill  may  remain) 

But  time  has  prefented  an  offspring  as  bold, 

Lefs  free  to  believe,  and  more  wife  than  the  old. 

Their  phantoms,  their  wizzards,  their  witches  are  fled— 
Matthew  Paris's  *  ftory  with  horror  is  read— 

His  daughters,  and  all  the  enchantments  they  bore— 
And  the  demon,  that  pinch’d  them,  is  heard  of  no  more. 
Their  tafte  for  the  fine  arts  is  ftrangely  increas’d, 

And  Latin’s  no  longer  a  mark  of  the  Beaft  : 
Mathematics,  at  prefent,  a  farmer  may  know, 

*  -See  Neal’s  hiftory  ©f  New  England. 
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Without  being  hang’d  for  connexions  below* 

Proud,  rough,  indepeneent,  undaunted  and  free,* 
And  patient  of  hardfhips,  their  talk  is  the  fea. 

Their  country  too  barren  their  ivi/h  to  attain. 

They  make  up  the  lofs  by  exploring  the  main* 
Wherever  bright  Phoebus  awakens  the  gales, 

I  fee  the  bold  Yankees  expanding  their  fails. 
Throughout  the  wide  ocean  purfuing  their  fchemes, 

/  • 1  n  the  whales  on  its  uttermoft  dreams. 

No  dimro-e,  for  "hem.  is  too  cold  or  too  warm, 

ri  .  reef  the  broad  canvas,  and  fight  with  the  dorm  * 

In  vn  with  tT  horemod  their  dandards  difplay, 

Cr  glut  the  loud  cannon  with  death,  for  the  fray. 

No  aiour  in  fable  their  valour  exceeds, 

Their  fpirits  are  fitted  for  defperate  deeds  5 
No  rivals  have  they  in  cur  annals  of  fame, 

Cr  if  they  are  rivall’d,  ’tis  York  has  the  claim. 

Inspir’d  at  the  found,  while  the  name  fhe  repeats. 
Bold  Fancy  conveys  me  to  Hudfon’s  retreats— 

Ah,  fweet  recolleXion  of  juvenile  dreams 
In  the  groves,  and  the  forefts  that  fkirted  his  dreams  ! 
Plow  often,  with  rapture,  thofe  dreams  were.furvey’d 
When,  fick  of  the  city,  I  flew  to  the  (hade — 

How  often  the  bard,  and  the  peafant  fhall  mourn 
Ere  thofe  groves  fhall  revive,  and  thofe  fhades  fhall  return ! 
Not  a  hill,  but  lome  fortrefs  disfigures  it  round  ! 

And  ramparts  are  rais’d  where  the  cottage  was  found  ! 
The  plains  and  the  vallies  with  ruin  are  fpread, 

With  graves  in  abundance,  and  bones  of  the  dead. 

The  firfl:  that  attempted  to  enter  this  Jirelght 
(In  anno  one  thoufand,  fix  hundred,  and  eight) 

Was  Hudson  (the  fame  that  we  mention’d  before^ 
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Who  was  loft  in  the  gulph  that  he  went  to  explore.) 

For  a  fum  that  they  paid  him  (we  know  not  how  much) 
This  captain  transferr’d  all  his  right  to  the  Dutch; 

For  the  time  has  been  here,  to  the  world  be  it  known* 
When  all  a  man  lail’d  by,  or  faw,  was  his  own. 

The  Dutch  on  their  purchafe  fat  quietly  down, 

And  fix’d  on  an  ijland  to  lay  out  a  town; 

They  modell’d  their  ftreets  from  the  horns  of  a  ram. 
And  the  name  that  bell  pleas’d  them  was, New  Amjlerdam*. 
They  purchas’d  large  trafts  from  the  Indians  for  beads. 
And  fadly  tormented  fome  runaway  Swedes, 

Who,  none  knows  for  what,  from  their  country  had  flown 
To  live  here  in  peace,  undifturb’d  and  alone. 

New  Belgia,  the  Dutch  call’d  their  province,  be  fure. 
But  names  never  yet  made  poflefiion  fecure, 

For  Charly  (the  fecond  that  honour’d  the  name) 

Sent  over  a  fquadron,  aflerting  his  claim. 

(Had  his  J word  and  his  title  been  equally  flender, 

In  vain  had  they  fummon’d  Mynheer  to  furrender) 

The  foil  they  demanded,  or  threaten’d  their  world. 
Infilling  that  Cabot  bad  look'd  at  it  JirJl. 

The  want  of  a  fquadron  to  fall  on  their  rear 
Made  the  argument  perfe&ly  plain  to  Mynheer- 
Force  ended  the  conteft — the  right  was  a  lham. 

And  the  Dutch  were  fent  packing  to  hot  Surinam* 
’Twas  hard  to  be  thus  of  their  labours  depriv’d. 

But  the  age  of  republics  had  not  yet  arriv’d— 

Fate  faw — tho’  no  wizzard  could  tell  them  as  much— 
Cfhat  the,  crown,  in  due  time ,  was  to  fare  like  the  Dutch * 

^  o  -  *  \  A  Kv©  oq 
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